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TRANSLATOR'S PREFACE 



A ^EW jeam ago, Mrs. Carl6n was comparatively imknown to 
readers in this ooimtiy ; but the marked saooess which followed 
the publieation of "One Tear of Wedlock " encouraged the tranch 
lator in the endeavor to present that lady's works to the Ameri- 
can public. 

In her writings Mrs. CarUn exhibits a yersatility which may 
be considered remarkable. While in one book she revels in 
descriptions of home-scenes and characters, in another she pre- 
sents her readers with events and inddents that bear a strong 
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rescmbt&nce to the startling and melo-dramatic productionfl of 
m^ny of tlie modem romance writers of France. 

This peculiarity, however, may be accomited for by the &ct 
that she writes— as die herself confesses — entirely fix)m impulse. 

When hor mind is clouded by sorrow — and she has been 
oppiresaed with many bitter griefii — she seeks to remove the cause 
of heir despondency by creating a hero or heroine, afflicted like 
hcrselfj and following this individual through a train of drcum- 
stanceB which^ she imagines, would naturally occur during a life 
of continued gloom and sorrow. 

On the other hand, when life appears bright and beautiful to 
her, then she tells a tale of joy j a story of domestic Hfe, for where 
does pure happiness exist except at the fireside at home? 

It muBt have been during one of these biightintcrvals of her 
liib that Mrs. CarlAtt wrote « The Home m the Valley," for the 
work ifl & continued description of the delights of home, which, 
although occaEbnally obscured by griei^ and in some instances by 
folly are rendered still more predous by theur brief absence. 

mw Yark^ August 15th, 1864 • '" 
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CHAPTER L 
The Valley. 

In one of, father La Fontaine^s books^ may be found a 
description of a lovely valley, the residence of a beautiful 
.a^d modest maiden, ai^d of the heroine of this Arcadia ho 
writes ; 

"There «ta^d$ our heroine, as lovely as the valley, her 
home, and as virtuous and good as her mother, who has 
devoted a lifetime to the education of her daughter." 

But with the history of this maiden he weaves the work- 
ings of an evil genius, whieh in the end is triumphant; for 
even the pure are' contaminated after they arrive at that 
period when they consider that vice has its virtues. 

ri3] 
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14 THSHOMEINTHXYALLXT. 

Our story is located near the beautiful Lake Wenner, in 
a valley which much resembles that described by La Fon- 
taine. As we enter this valley, the first object that meets 
our view is a small red-colored cottage. A vine twines 
itself gracefally over one of the windows, the glass panes 
of which glisten through the green leaves, which slightly 
parted, disclose the sober visage of an ancient black cat, 
that is demurely looking forth upon the door yard. She 
has chosen a sunny spot on the window sill, for the cheer- 
ing beams of the sun are as grateful to a cat, as is the 
genial warmth of the stove to an old man, when winter ha^ 
resumed his sway upon earth. If we should enter the 
cottage, we would in all probability find the proprietor of 
the little estate seated in his old arm-chair, Mciiile his daugh- 
ter-in-law — but more of this anon. 

From the cottage the ground descended in a shght 
slope, which terminated in a white sandy beach at the mctr- 
gin of the lake. Near the beach were fastened the sihall 
skiffs, which swayed to and fro amongst the rushes, where 
the children delighted to sail their miniature ships. From 
the rear of the house the little valley extended itself in 
undulating fields and meadows, interspersed with barren 
hillocks and thrifty potato patches. Id the fields could be 
heard the tinkling of the cow-bells, the bleating of lambs, 
and the barking of a dog as he gathered together his little 
flock. ' Carlo was a fortunate dog, for the farm was so 
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Binall that be could keep his entire charge within sight at 
all times. 

Near the centre of the valley stood a^ large tree, the 
widely spread branches of which shaded a spring, which 
gasbed forth from beneath a bug^ moss-covered stone. 
This was the favorite place of resort pf a beautiful mai- 
den, who might be seen almost every summer evening 
reclining upon th^ moss that bordered the verge of the 
spring. 

" There stands our heroine, as lovely as the valley, her 
borne, and as virtuous and good as her mother, who has 
devoted a life-time to the education of her daughter." 

But many years before the date of our story, Nanna had 
lost the pro^ction of her beloved mother; yet the loss 
had been partially supplied by her sister-in-law, who occu- 
pied the places of a kind mother, a gentle sister, and a 
faithful friend. 

Nanna was now in her sixteenth year ; but to all appear- 
ances she was much younger. Unlike others of her years, 
her cheeks did not display the bloom of maidenhood, and 
her countenance lacked the vivacity natural to her age. 
Her features wore an expression of melancholy, which 
was perfectly in keeping with the pallor of her cheeks, the 
pearly whiteness of which vied in brilliancy with the hue 
of a lily. 

Nanna was the child of poverty, and belonged to that 
class of be'mgs, who, situated between riches and nobility 
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on the one hand, and poverty on tbe other, are considered 
as upstarts by the wealthy as well as the poor. 

Nanna^s father, when young, was placed in an entirely 
different position of Ufe than that in which we now find 
him. An illegitimate son, he entered the world with a bor- 
rowed title, but with fair prospects for the future ; for his 
father, a man of consequence ancl wealth, intended to 
marry his mother, and thus the son would bear no longer 
the stigma of his fa therms crime. But death, who in this 
case had been forgotten, suddenly cut the thread of bis 
father^s life, and the mother and son were driven forth from 
the house of their protector, deprived of honor, wealth, 
and station. 

This is an old, very old and thread-bare |tory, and not 
more no\el is that which generally follows. First comes 
melancholy, then great exertions on the psurt of the in- 
jured party ; next dashed hope, and finally gloomy resig- 
nation. 

The mother died, the son lived to pass through the lifu 
we have above described, but which was ended, however, 
by matrimony. He married after he had passed his for- 
tieth year. 

Before his marriage, Carl Lonner passed through the 
various gradations in society, from the nobleman to the 
simple gentleman. He supported himself by revenues he 
derived from a small business, and by drawing up legal 
papers for the surrounding peasantry and fishermen. For 
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a wife be had chosen the daughter of a half paj uergeant, 
and in this case his fortunate star was in the ascendant, 
for she nbt only brought him a loving heart, but also the 
little farm on which he resided at the date of our storj. 

We will now, however, turn our attentions to Nanna, 
who is sitting beneath the tree near the spring, in which 
she bas been bathmg her feet. 



As Nanna glanced into the clear water of the spring, 
she fifhuddeted convulsively, although the air was wann, 
for it was a June evening, hut it was a shudder from 
within that shook her slight form. Nanha had lately per- 
ceived that ^er dear sister-in-law, Magde, whfen she 
thought herself unseen, had shed tears, and the poor girl's 
beart beat with a sennation of undefined fear, for when 
Magde weeps, thought she, there must have been a great 
cause. 

u :w'hy is the world bo formed as it is ? Some flowers 
are so modest and little, that- they would be trodden under 
foot unless great care is taken, while others elevate their 
great and gaudy heads above the grass. The latter are 
the rich, while the little down-trodden blossoms are the 
poor. And so it is with even the birds I one is greater 
than the other, and mankind is not behind them. We bo- 
long to the poor; there," she continued, turning her deep 
ej^s towardfi a distant poilit in l^e horizon, on the other 
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side of the lake, " there lives the rich ; they take no notice 
of us. Even the poor fishermen and peasants say, ' Our 
children cannot be the play-fellow/i of Mademoiselle 
Nanna.' Mademoiselle, Mademoiselle," she repeated 
slowly, '< it is shameful to call me so*l and how much 
better it would be to call Magde good mother, than to 
give her the title of My Lady I To be poor is not so bad, 
but to be friendless is bitter indeed." 

As she thus sat, with her eyes fixed mournfully upon the 
distant object which was the roof of an elegant house, 
which was barely visible over the brow of a hill, she was 
startled hy the noise of approaching footsteps. She had 
scarcely cast her mantle over her white shoulders, which 
she had uncovered daring her ablutions, when, to her great 
astonishment, she discovered a stranger rapidly approach- 
ing towards her. He was clothed in a light frobk coat * a 
knapsack was fastened upon his shoulders, and in his hand 
he swung a knotted stick. Nanna had never before be- 
held a personage who resembled the stranger. His face, 
browned in the sun, until it resembled that of a gipsy, 
wore an honest and frank expression, and* his dark curling, 
hair, which fell in thick clusters from his black felt hat, 
added to the pleasing aspect of his countenance. 

Nanna, who at her first glance at the youth, had thought 
hira a gipsy, which wild tribe she greatly feared,, was re- 
assured by a second look. 

The stranger, on his side, appearted grei^tly astonished at 
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the sudden appearance of the beautiful water nymph, for 
such a goddess Nanna much resembled, as she stood, with 
her garments flowing gracefully around her slight figure; 
her tiny white feet playing with the moist grass, and her 
pale and mournful face, encircled with golden locks, that 
fell negligently upon her white and well rounded 
shoulders. 

The youth thus addressed her : , 

''Pardon me, lovely naiad. It appears that I have 
taken, the wrong path,. although I supposed that I had 
chosen the right direction.'' 

" Whither are you going ?" inquired Nanna, in a voice 
sweet and melodious. 

" To Almyik," replied. the stranger. 

'* Alas V* said. the maid, casting a peculiar glance at his 
knapsack, " I hoped that you were not a member of the 
aristocracy^" * 

" Oh, my little sylph, for I know not what else to call 
you, is my face so poor a recommendation, that I can- 
not be considered a man because I carry a pack on my 
back?" 

"Are those of noble bii'th the .only men?" inquired 
Nanna, and a glopmy expression fell t^pon her lips, which 
sfc moment before had been illumined with a sunny smile. 

" Ah," replied the youth, " the longer I gaze upon your 
dear^ace, the more I esteem you. Far be it from me to 
wound your sensitive nature. If it will comfort you, I 
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\vill say that no man can long more earnestly than I do for 
the time when all mankind shall be equal." 
" Do you speak from your heart?" 
" I do, earnestly ; but tell me your name." 
" Nanna, ^anna of the Valley, I am called." 
" That is poetical ; but have you no other name ?'* 
" I am sometimes called Mademoiselle Nanna; but that 
grieves me, for we are poor people." 

" Ah 1 I thought that you were sometibing more than a 
peasant girl. Pardon me, I have spoken too familiarly. I 
knew not your station." 
"Familiarjy!" 

" I addressed you too warmly." 
" Your words sounded well when you thus spoke." 
<* Possibly ; but henc(^orth I shall address yba as Mad- 
emoiselle Nanntu" 

^' Shall we then see each other agciin ?" 
" Yes, yes, quite probably — we are to be neighbors. 
" You intend, then, to reside.at Almvik ?" 
"Yes, for a few weeks, pei^haps <iuring the whole sum- 
mer ; but I pray you come with me a few steps on my 
road, I need your guidance." 

Nanna sprang to her feet, and as she stood- before the 
young man, her eyes sparkling with unusual brilliancy, her 
garments falling in graceful folds over her sylph-like limbs, 
he gazed at her as if enchained by her almost superhuman, 
beauty. To the youtibful strtoger's request she answered 
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by putting her little white feet in Buch active motion, 
that they seemed to tread upon the air instead of the 
green sward. 
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CHAPTER II, 
Ths Oottaok. 

The interior of tbe little building to. which we,now tnm, 
was thus arranged : Tbe ground floor was divided into a 
kitchen and three other apartments, viz :— a middle sized 
room, by favor called the parlor, in which was generally 
the dwelling place of the family, and a small chamber on 
either side of the parlor. One of these was the bed-cham- 
ber of Carl Lonner, and the other was occupied by his 
eldest son and Ms wife. 

The upper story, that is, the attic, contamed two divis- 

ionSj and the sole dominion of these airy apartments was 

granted to two younger members of the family; the front 
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room belonging to Nanna^ and the other to her brother 
Carl, known in the neighborhood by the nick-name of 
" Wiseacre," and under certain circumstances as " Crazy 
Caii," although it would haye been difficult to find through- 
out the entire neighborhood a personage wisei* tiian honest 
Carl. 

Throughout the entire building the marks of poverty 
were plainly eyi4eat; but at the same time each object 
presented a tidy and cleanly appearance and although the 
cottage lacked many luKunee(, still comfort seemed to 
reign supreme. The rush covered floor ; the table^ polished 
to brightness ; and the flower vases, filled with odorous 
boquats of lilacs, the neat window curtains, the handicraft 
of Nanna, the crimson sofa curtain, en^broidered by the 
thrifty Magde, tril coiQbined, proved that the inmates of 
the cottage, had not only the jtaste, but also the inclination 
to render home pleiasant ev^i under the most adverse cir- 
cumstances. , 



At the time that Nanna had started forth as a guide 
to th^ youthful stranger, old Mr. Lotner was seated near 
theside of hisbed in his private apartment. Although 
weighed down by age and the grief th^t had oppressed his 
early life, he nevertheless possessed that ge&tleness and 
sociability, which had ever been the characteristic 
traits of hiei life. His flowing white locks fell around his 
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countenance, from which the traces of manly beauty had 
not been entirely eradicated, and as he smoked his pipe 
with an air of dignified pleasure, he would occasionally 
glance towards a young matron, who, seated in a large 
arm chair,* was reading aloud a letter to him. 

The letter bore the postmark of Gk)tborg, and was writ- 
ten by the old man's eldest son, Eagnar Lonner, the 
husband of the matron. He was mate of a trading vessel, 
and three months before had bidden farewell to his wife 
and family. As she continued reading the letter, three 
children who had been playing, commenced a little dispute 
about the proprietorship of a large apple. In an opposite 
corner Carl had stationed himself He was a full grown 
youth with a face bearing an expression of mingled silliness 
and wisdom. — As he glanced from under his long hair, 
first at the bed-quilt, then at the quairelling children, he 
paid close attention to all that his sister-in-law was reading 
aloud. Carl was not the simpleton people considered him, 
although his highest ambition appeared to consist in erect- 
ing dirt houses and making mud-pies. 

" Magde," said the old man, casting a glance of affec- 
tion upon the vivacious Magdalena. " Yofu had better 
read that letter^ again. Eagnar is a son who has his 
heart in the right place." 

^< And a husband too 1" added Magde, and a flush of 
joyful pride overspread her blooming cheeks. 

^< Yes, and a brother also ; read the letter once more, it 
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will be none the less pleasant to read it a third time when 
Nanna returns. 

Magde, who had not refolded the letter, commenced 
reading again, and her voice trembled with pride and 
exnotion as she read as follows :-^ 

*< Beloved Magde : 
<< "When yon shall break the seal of this letter, I feel 
assured that yon will wisb you possessed wings that you 
might be enabled to fly to your loving husband. And as 
I think I see you approaching me through the air, sur- 
rounded by our little angels,— may God protect them, — 
the teare start to my eyes, tears which no man should be 
ashame^to shed, and I feel an inward desire to hasten to 
meet you. 

*' But now, dear Magde, I mtist control my thoughts, 
and BO direct them to you, that they shall prove intelligi- 
ble. I arrived, on the eighth day of this month, at Oote- 
borg, in safety and in good health. I hope our father is 
well and capable of enjoying as usual, the balmy air and 
bright verdure of summer. 

" Our little cottage is a pleasant residence, in spite of all 
its disadvantages, and I feel assured that both yourself 
and Nanna do all that lies in your power to cheer our 
mutual parent, when he is sick and dispirited. 

'* One night while our vessel was lying in the canal, I was 
vi^ted by an evil dream, but dreams are empty and mean- 
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ingleoB, and I hope that no more of my disagreeable fancies 
will be realized than that you at home, may experience a 
little anxiety and solicitude concerning the welfare oi the 
absent one. 

" The Spring of the year is always the most severe sea- 
Bon^ for wintw consumes the hanrest of the preceding 
summer. 

'^ Well, we have many mouths to feed — God protect 
our children. — ^When they are older they will work for us. 
It was my intention to send you a small sum of money in 
this letter; but I was obliged to wait .until J,on Jonaoni 
who is here at present with bis sloop, shall commence^ his 
homeward voyage, for I can place no dependence upon 
young Bask to whom I am obliged to entrust H^ letter, 
as he might be tempted on his way to the post office to 
enter a beer-house, and there lose the money. I nm forced 
. to send Bask to the office, as I am obliged to remain on 
the vessel until it is unloaded. 

'^ I will tell you in advance that I shall not be able to 
send you a large amount of money ; but instead of that, I 
shall forward you when JoDson returns, a quantity of 
foreign goods which I have been fortunate enough to pur- 
chase and to place on board his sloop without paying the 
duty, which you know is heavy. It consists of sugar, 
coffee, tobacco, cotton yarn, and a package of silks. 

''You, my dear wif0, must select the best, a silk shawl 
which you will find in ti^ package* Nanna may have the 
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next best shawl, and you may give Oarl the blue handker- 
chief which is at the bottom of the parcel. I have not 
forgotten father. I shall send him a small cask of liquor, 
and in the parcel of silks you will find a bundle of toys 
for the children. 

" You cannot imagine — but still you must — ^how plea- 
sant it is to deprive oneself of luxuries that you may pro- 
vide for the wants of those whom you have left at home. 

^^ My ship-mates frequently say that I am severe towards 

them when at sea, perhaps I am ; but it grieves me when 

I see those noble men, so skillful in the management of 

our vessel^ lavish their money when on shore in foolish 

pleasures. They have as great reason to be economical 

a9 I have myself, and I cannot resist from occasionally 

censuring them, and therefore I may not appear so kind to 

them as I, am to you when at home, or while I am writing 

this letter. Although all my efforts may be fruitless, still 

I feel assured that there is not one man amongst them 

who would not peril his existence to rescue ^^ the tiger,^' as 

^ they call me, from any danger. They well know that I 

would not stop to think, but would spring into the ocean 

at once, if it was necessary, to rescue them. 

*'But, my dear Magde, a word in confidence. I am 
neither as wise or as well educated as my father was in 
his younger days, yet I would not wound your feelings 
either by word or action ; but I must inform you that a 
rumor has reached my ears about a certain man, whose 
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Beck I once would have twisted williDgly, because, when 
in church, he looked at you oftener than he did at the 
minister. 

^ But if, when I return, I discover that that villain from 
Almvik has been poaching on my grounds, he must look 
to safety. In you, Magde, I can place all confidence, and 
shall therefore say nothing further. And now fareweU. 
Bemember me firstly to my father, and then to my sister, 
and my children. 

" Your faithful husband, 

'* Raokar Lonner. 

" P. B. During the soft moonlight nights, when on my 
watch, I see your form, dear Magde, bright and beauti- 
ful, as I look over the wake of the vessel. And when the 
night is dark and cloudy, I see you sitting by my aide, the 
binnacle light shining upon your pleasant face, which is 
illumined with smiles as I gaze upoo little Gcmrad, whom I 
imagine a fine full grown lad, climbing the shrouds with 
all the eagerness, of a competent sailor. But, belay, 
otherwise my letter will be under sail again.'' ^ 

When Magde read the portion of her husband's letter 
which he had intended as confidential, her voice trembled 
as it did when she had first read the letter. 

" It would have been my desire," said she, " that Rag- 
nar had sent the money in the letter. It has been more 
than three weeks, dear father, since you have partaken of 
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other food than fish, bread and potatoes. Ah I I wish we 
had a quarter of beef!'' 

'' O, stop your prating, child 1 iFish is very good food 
indeed." 

'^ But not strengthening. How delicious it would be if 
we only had a partridge, or even a rabbit. Certainly they 
would not cost much I But who dare think of such luz- 
nries ? All delicades must be sent to Almvik.'^ 

*' God grant that we may have nothing worse to expect 
from Almvik, than that they should prevent us from enjoy- 
iiig luxuries that poor people cannot expect to procure." 

" O, that is not my opinion. In winter-time, when Bag- 
nar is at home, he procures us many a savory dish with 
Lis gun." 

<< Yes, but I think that if Bagnar has disturbed the 
hunting grounds of Almvik, he may consider himself for- 
tunate if the proprietor has not poached upon his own 
premises in return. The affairs of Almvik are far differ- 
ently conducted than they were formerly, under the sway 
— of the ancient proprietor." 

During their conversation the old man and Magde had 
taken no notice of Carl, who, while he listened to their 
words, contorted his face in such a manner that it would 
have been difficult to decide whether he wa^ laughing or 
crying. He placed bis hands over his face ; but between 
his fingers his eyes could be seea peering out with a pecu^ 
liar expression at Magde. 
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" I will no longer feign ignorance of your meaning, 
father," replied Magde, with a visible effort to suppress 
her anger. " It is true that in words, and even in actions, 
he has conducted himself with more presumption than he 
would have dared to assume last wintier ; but fear not, I 
well know how to protect ttie honor of my name.*' ^- 

" And as you thus speak you vainly endeavor'tJPfconceal 
your emotions," said the old man suspiciotiwy. 

" Do not think that he has endeavored lo plant his snare 
for a simple dove. When he would snatch his prize, he 
nmy learn that I possess both b^k and talons." 

" Well, my child," replied Mr, Loni^er, with a laugh, 
^^ it is a fortunate chance t^at you are the daughter of a 
father who was a man of the world ; but your birth enti- 
tled you to a higher position in life than that which you 
now occupy." 

" You speak strangely, father." 

" Why, you might have married Mr. Trystedt who pos- 
sessed riches and lands, while now you live in absolute 
poverty." 

" Why should you think of that ? Is it not better to 
live in poverty with love, than to possess untold riches 
without love ? Does the whole earth contain a better bits- 
band than my Eagnar ? Is he not a skillful sailor ? 1 have 
BO doubt but that had he not been married he would long 
ago have been promoted to a captaincy. He is a thousand 
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times more of a geatlemaD, at any time, than that old 
Trystedt, who was a torment to all he whom he met." 

'< Thank God I If you are satisfied, then all is right, 
and even if we are at present in straightened circumstan- 
ces all will be made right when Jonson arrives. I hope 
that he will be careful of the goods entrusted to him." 

A slight noise in an adjoining room, notified the mother 
that her infknt child had awakened. She instantly arose 
and left the apartment. Magde was a dignified and ele- 
gant woman, altliough her countenance was pleasing 
rather than beautiful, and as she moved towards the door 
the old man's eyes followed her with a gaze of admiration 
and love. 
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CHAPTER III. 

HUSBAHD A.HD Wl7S. 

Aboxtt a half a mile from the valley — the name of which 
we shall conceal, as many personages who are to play a 
part in our little story are still living — ^was situated the 
estate of Almvik, which the pres^it proprietor Fabian 

H ,had purchased one year before, and had immedi* 

ately removed thither with his family. 

Mr. H , and above all his puissant wife Mistress 

Ulrica Eugenia, her prefer name, but which she had after 
wards tortured into the more refined patronymic, TTlrique 
Eugenie—were individuals who moved in the higher 

[82] 
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of society, at least he who should endeavor to 
prove to the contrary would find the task a thankless one. 
Mr. Fabian H ■ , imagined himself a second Brutus, 
that is to say ; he was fuOy convinced that the time would 
certainly arrive when he should arouse himself from his 
present listlessness ; whea he should be released from the 
thraldom of his wife, and awaken to renewed strength and 
vigor. But it was much to be feared that poor Brutus 
never would reali29e his bright anticipattons of liberty. 

Mistress Ulrica Eugenia was characterized by a strong 
desice to assist in the work of. emancipating women from 
the tyranny of men, and that she might forward the good 
work she had entirely set at naught the command that a 
wife should obey her husband ; she openly declared that 
the and^it law which compelled the woman to subserve to 
the man, was but a concoction ot man himself, that the 
Bible itself never contaioed such an absurd command, but 
that thcr translators, who she triumphantly affirmed were 
men, had placed that law in the scripture, merely to suit 
their own selfish ends. She also affirmed that she would 
stake her life upon the issue that she would not find, even 
if she should search the scriptures through, such an 
absurd command. And she was right. She would not 
findii 

In the immediate neighborhood of Almvik, Mr. H — — 
waf reverenced as a wealthy nobleman, and a man of 
power. Be wished to be considered a hospitable man, 
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and frequently rejoiced his neighbors with invitations to 
visit his beautifal estate. To him strangers were god- 
sends. He entertained them ip the best of his abitity, 
invited tide neighbors to see them, and although his little 
soirees were very pleasanty still, as the guests were drawn 
from all classes of society, many amusing scenes were 
enacted, in all of which, Mistress Ulrica Eugenia per- 
formed a prominent and independent part 

Although Mrs. Ulrioa had liberated herself from ^1 
obedience to her legal master, and had in fact assumed 
the reins of government herself, she nevertheless possessed 
some, if not a great deal of affection for the rosy cheeks and 
sleepy eyes of her husband, and at the same time she kept 
a watchful eye upon those whom she suspected of partak- 
ing with her in this s^itiment. Not only was Mrs. H — ^-« 
occasionally aggravated by the pangs of jealousy, but she 
was also tormented by the tliought that her husband en- 
tirely confided in her own fidelity, thus at once cutting off 
the possibility of a love quarrel and a reconciliation. 

Upon the evening when we first made the personal 
acquaintance of the inmates of Almv^k, Mr. H - ■ , and 
his wife were riding out in their gig; for in the morning 
they rode in a light hunting wagon, and at noon they lised 
the large family coach. 

Mr. H -, immediately before starting forth on the 

ride had received a severe lecture from his spouse, because 
he indulged in an afternoon's nap, instead of devising 
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meaoB for the amusemeDt of the family, that is, of the 
worthy dame herself, and their only treasure, the little 

Eugene TTlricti, and Mr. H , we say, never felt inclined 

for sprightly conversation lifter such a lecture. 

fie wdl knew that he would be obliged to succumb in 
everything; but like a stubborn boy, who is punished by 
being compelled to stand in a com^ until shame forces 

him to submit, Mr. H determined, to speak figuratively 

— ^to stand silently in that corner the entire day rather than 
to acknowledge himself conquered. 

That was, at least, one point gained, towards bis eman« 
cipation. It cannot but be supposed, however, that, if the 
lecture had been upon any other subject less trivial than 
the mere act of sleeping, Mr. H would have undoubt- 
edly acted in an entirely diiSerent manner. At least that 
is the only excuse we can find for his conduct on th's 
occasion. 

*^ Well,'' said Mistress XTlrica, straightening hersdf up 
in her seat with the utmost dignity, *' upon my honor, Mr. 
B , you are s^very agreeable companion." 

" I am obliged to be careful while driving." 

<< Is it necessary that you should sit there as dumb as a 
fen6e post ?" 

No reply. 

" Well, I must say that your Sulkiness is not to be 
envied. Suppose some one should see us — I mean you — 
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why they would readily believe tiiat your wife was an old 
woman." 

" Now, now, my dear XJlrique Eugenie, don't-—" 

" Your dear Ulrique Eugmiie is not yet thirty dght 
years old, and even though you are two years younger, I 
do not think that should make any difference." 

" On the contrary, on the contrary," grumWed her hus- 
band, chuckling inwardly. 

" I do not know but what your words have a double 
meaning ; but Fabian, we must not quarrel^ let us bie>come 
reconciled, there is my hand." 

** Your heart ever overflows with the milk of human 
kindness, my dear," said he, 

'< Thank you, my dear husband, — ^but can you imagine 
what I really intended to say?" 

" Indeed I cannot" 

" I intended to say, should you ever cast your eyes 
upon another " 

"God forbid I" 

" You may well say God forbid, am I not your wife, 
who will not allow her rights to be trodden under foot ?" 

" Am I not aware of that ?" 

'< Even if you are, my dear^ there is no harm in my 
saying that if I should discover the slightest cause which 
would arouse my suspicion I would scratch out your 
eyes I" 

"Sweet Ulgmier 
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Ulgemey a word which the reader will obswve, is com- 
poanded from the words Ulrica and Eogenie, was one of 
those contorted terms of endearment, which Mrs. H— — 
permitted her husband to use during their moments of ten- 
derness. Should he wish to address her in an extremely 
affectionate manner, ho would t^m her his "pet Ulte,'' 
an expression which had dso originated in Uie fertile mind 
of the loving wife I 

On this OGcai^on the husband considered the first expres- 
sion sufficiently affectionate, and in all probability many 
tender recollections were associated with those three 
syllables, for no sooner had he uttered the name "Ulge- 
nre," than she cast her eyes downward with an unusual 
^ntle expression, and in a changed tone of voice, she whis- 
pered : — 

" Never again my dearest husband shall we differ in our 
opinions. Equality in marriage renders it a useful insti- 
tution ; but to change the subject, it is long since you 
have made any hunting excursions, dear JFabian, to-mor- 
row you must go." 

As Mistress Ulrica was determined that her husband 
should become a skillful sportsman, she gave him rest 
neither night nor day, unless he devoted at least two days 
of the week to hunting or fishing excursions. Not that 

Mr. H ^ w^s a sportsman ; but that it afforded his wife 

great pleasure to inform her guests, that a certain moor- 
cock was killed by her dear Fabian, or that he had caught 
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the pike which then graced their table, for, she would add 
complaccDtly, her Fabian was well aware that she took. 
great delight in eating the game taken by his skillfiil 
hand. 

Therefore there were no means of escape for him^ he 
must by force become a sportsman, for a wife who is labor- 
ing for the emancipation of womankind, never will permit her 
desires to remain ungratified. During the conversation 

the vehicle approached the mansiou. Mr. Fabian H ^ 

during the entire ride, had thought upon the pipe and sofa 
which awaited him upon his return, for he smoked like a 
Turk, and loved the ease of oriental life. There was one 
pursuit, however, which afforded him still greater plea- 
sure, and that was to ogle other men's wives, for he w«8 
an unfortunate son of Adam, never being able to discover 
, beauties which his wife might have possessed. 



" Who can that be !" exclaimed Mistress Ulrica Euge- 
nia as the gig entered the court-yard, ^* who is that elegant 
young man descending the door steps ? is it possible that 
he is my nephew little Gottlieb ?" 

" Yes he is, my dear Aunt Ulrica, I was little GottHeb, 
but I have grown up to be big Gottlieb," answered a cheer- 
ful vol CO, and the next moment the young man whose 
acquaintance we have before made, embraced the lady 
warmly, and then heartily shook his uncle's extended hand* 
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Uncle Fabian however, was not overjoyed at his wife's 
deterimnation of introducing into his house a stripling who 
might perhaps become a spy upon his actions and make 
reports that would call forth the entire vigcH: of his wife's 
tongue. 

After the first torrent of welcomings, questions and 

answers, — for Mr. H-* did not dare do otherwise than 

to cordially welcome his guest— had subsided^ and the 
family had entered the dining room, and the hostess had 
pressed the acceptance of a third cup of tea upon the 
young^man, who was already sufficiently heated without 
undergoing this ordeal; she thus addressed him : — 

" Now, my dear little Gottlieb, you look remarkably 
well, you little rogue. Is it really true that you have 
madQ this long journey to see us on foot ?" 

^^ It is indeed true ; this green coat is my usual costume 
when I do liot wear a blouse, which is my favorite gar- 
ment. My better apparel is contained within my knap- 
sack, and thus I have given you an invoice of my ward- 
robe, which you see, my dear aunt, is not very exten- 
sive." 

" But your uuder-clothes, my child ?" 
"What, under-clothes, do you think I could give my 
dear uncle so much trouble as to bring linen clothes with 
me?" 
" What a careless fellpw you are I" 
" * You have now/ said my mother, when I took my 
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leave, 'you have now four rare pieces of linen, styled 
shirts ; but when you retnrD, you must travel by steanii 
for you will undoubtedly possess twenty-four !' " 

** Ah !" replied his aunt, with a smile, '< I understand 
you now." 

" How do you understand me ?" inquired Qottlab. 

<* As belonging to that class of person's, sir, who never 
find themselves at a loss,'' replied uncle Fabian, in a tone 
of voice wMdi he intended should be ov^whelming. 

Oottlieb, however, was not inclined to be thus -easily 
driven from the field. ^ Tou have hit the nail upon the 
head," said he, with an assumed expression of respect for 
the decision of his uncle, ^ and it is by the mesons of t]ia,% 
very trait of chiaracter which you have mentioned, that I 
hope to work myself through the world, although I am 
only the son of a poor secretary in a govemmeBt office, 
who is embarrassed by debt and a large family, thus you 
perceive I cannot depend solely upon the wbims of 
fortune." ' ' 

" What thwi are your prospects for the future ?" in- 
quired the lady seriously. 

" I have but one," replied Gottlieb. 

"And what is that?" 

" My plan is very simple, I have thoroughly studied 
financial matter's, and in the fall intend to beilp my father 
in his office, so that he can spare the schrvioes of his two 
assistants. He will then have only one salary to pay ; but 
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I ibink that I can. do the work of three, and as I intend to 
become a inedel of order, eiqpability and energy, I hope to 
be able to win the fayor of the head of the treasury 
department, bo that when my father, who at present is in a 
T^7 feeble state of health, shall be obliged to resign, I may 
be appointed in his stead. This is my plan." 

'^ You are a shrewd young man,'' said Mistress Ulrica. 

*' It is not neoessary to be^hrewd when the high road is 
plain before you." 

<< But at leae^ you must possess sufficient knowledge of 
the wodd to prevent you, in your youth, from leading the 
high road, and wasting your time in useless dreaming.'^ 

'' Of dreaming, he who has nothing but lus head and 
hands to dei»nd on, must not be afiraid. If qob wishes to 
eojoy pleasant dreams, he must not trouble his head about 
that which he is to eat when he awakes." 

" Good I good 1" exclaimed Ulrica, " I hope that your 
wise plans will succeed, and I do not doubt but what they 
wHl, they are so well laid, and aside from that you are not 
striving for yourself alone, but for your parents, to whom 
I am sure you will always prove a dutiful and grateful 
child." 

" Hiat is why I should become my father's successor, 
dear aunt. Had I not thought of this plan, I would im- 
doubtedly have formed some other ; but with this I am 
satined." 
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" And do you intend to afford us the pleasure of your 
company this summer ?" inquired uncle Pabian, abruptly. 

'*\Vitb your permission, dear uAcle, your invitation 
arrived at a lucky moment, as it came during my vaca- 
iioD." 

** Wei), well, nephew," said Mrs. Ulrica, " we will go 
and prepare a chamber for you." 

" NepheWj nephew," exclaimed GtottKeb, merrily, ** why 
we look more like cousins I" 

" You are a Kttle wag I" 

'^ 0, I must say more. My mother might have been 
yovir mother also, from all appearances." 

^^ Ab^ I was a mere girl when she was married. She 
was ib^ eldest while I was the youngest of thd family, and 
the fourtccQ years* discrepancy between our ages accounts 
for the differences in our appearance." 

** And riebes and fortune also," added Gottlieb; ** poor 
mother, misfortune has always been her lot; and although 
she has much trouble, she has nevertheless an angei?s for- 
bearance." 

" Her disposition ree^inbles mii^ more than h^ person 

does/' said Mrs. H , casting a glance of tender inquiiy 

upon her hueband. 

" Yes, my dear," replied he, " your angelic disporition 
and patience ore well known." 

He well understood the smile with which his wife had 
accompanied her words. 
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" Good Fabian, you know how to appreciate your 
wife!" 

« Sweet Ulgenie !" 

Gottlieb glanced from his aunt to his uncle. 

" Strange people theses" thought he, " I think they are 
playing bo-peep with each other, or perhaps they are blind- 
ing me ; well, t care not; so long as- they do not disturb 
me, I will not meddle with their affairs." 
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CHAPTER IV. 
Thk Attic-Booms. 

As we have before stated, Nanna had supreme control 
over one of the attic-rooms of the cottage, and for a long 
time it had been a sanctuary in which she stored her pre- 
cious things. 

Old Mr. Lonner loved Nanna as the apple of his eye. 
She was not odly the youngest child, and consequently the 
favorite, but she also possessed strong perceptive quali- 
ties, and a heart susceptible of the tenderest emotions. 
She was, so to speak, a living emblem of those harmonious 
dreams that li0r father in his youth had hoped^ to see 

realized. 
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The pale and delicate connt^nanoe of Nanna, wbo he 
thought was destined in all probability to droop and die 
like a water lily, which she so much resembled, carried the 
old man's mind back to the time when his father had 
promised to wed his mother, and he aighed as he thought 
how different Naana'sstation in life would have been had 
that promise been fulfilled. Instead of neglect and insult, 
homage from all would have been her portion. 

Yet Nanna was the pride and joy of hw father's heart, 
for Bagnar, who at an. eai^ly age was obliged to labor for 
his own support, had preferred to become a sailor, rather 
than to acquire a refined education, and Carl could scarce- 
ly comprehend more than that which was necessary for 
the peiformance c^ family worship. Nanna, on the contrary, 
would listen to her father with fjie utmost pleasure and 
interest as he related and explained matters and things 
which Were clitirely novel to one placcid in hiw position of 
life. 

And then, with what eagerness would Nanna read those 
few hooks with which her father's little library was sup- 
plied I She pxMj comprehended all she read, and she could 
not resist from becoming gently interested in the cbarac- 
ters described in, her books. 8be sympathised with the 
unhappy and oppressed, and al&ough she rejoiced with 
those happy heroes and heroipes who had passed safely 
through the ordeals of their loVes, yet when she read of 
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die fortunate condttsioii of all their troubles, she would 
sigh deeply. ^ 

But after sighiog for those who had lived, she sighed 
also for the living: 

8he looked forward, witib terror, to the day when she 
should lose her father, whom she w<^*8hipped almost as a 
supreme being. 

Her innocent heart shrunk within her as ahe thotoght 
of the time when a man,— for these tiboughts had already 
entered heo^ litde head^— should look into her eyes in search 
of a wife. "Who shall that man be ? she thought Is it 
possible that he can beany oUier than a peasant or a fish- 
erman ? Perhaps he may be even worse ; a common day- 
laborer of the parish. 

O, that would be impossible ! 

Such ia rude tmaouth husband would prove her death. 
How could she entertain the same thoughts, after h^ 
marriage with such^ boor, as she had before ? He could 
never sympathise wil^ her. No, she would be obliged to 
remain mmiarried for ever. Perhaps not even a laborer 
would wed her 1 On St John's eve, when she had ven- 
tured to attend the ball, did any body request her to dance ? 
No, not one; no, they only gazed at Mademoiselle Nanna, 
with a stupid and imbecile stare— ^^ did not belong to 
their class. 
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The next evenisg after Nanna &ad encountered the young 
stranger neiur the. spring, she was seated alone in her 
bed-chi^ber. Daring the entire day she had endeavored 
to assist bev sister-in law, in the various domestic duties, 
vritii hsir usual activity; which however itmust be confessed, 
was mingled with muoh pensive abstraction. But after 
the tea s^vioe was removed, she had retired to her cham- 
ber, that she might in solitude commune with her own 
thoughts. 

The mlence of her apartment was soothing to Nanna's 
mind. 

Besides a small sofa, which was her sleeping place, her 
little dotni^ions contained a book shelf; three or four 
flower vases ; a bureau, and a small work table. The two 
latter articles of furniture were specimens of Carl's work- 
manship. 

Carl, when he chose to display his ability, was a skillful 
carpenter, aiiid formerly Nanna was his special favorite. 
Of late, however, it could readily be perceived that Magde 
possessed bis affec^ns. She, had she so chosen, could 
have attxised him as if he had been a dog^ and like a cur he 
would have or^t back to kiss the hand which had mal- 
treated him. Magde, however, was soft-hearted, and did 
not abuse her power over the singular boy ; but she com- 
pelled him to labor with much more assiduity than he had 
formerly. When at home^ Carl generally performed the 
duties of a nursery maid. The children remained with him 
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waiingly, for he tenderly loved thera ; in fact every child in 
the neighborhood loved the " Wiseacre," few: he would play 
witib them, and upon all occasions take tiien under hk 
special protection. When he saw his Kttle nephews and 
nieces, subjected to the discipline of their mo^er, he wbuld 
fly into a frenzy of passion, and then he was called, ^ crazy 
Carl." He was an inveterate enemy to corporeal punish- 
ment, and he could invent no better tnethod of explaining 
his doctrine, than by administering to those, who differed 
with him, a practical illustration of the c^eHy of personal 
castigation. Therefore he wonid fly around among the 
parents and the straggling children, preventing their ptm- 
ishment of his favorites by means of his own stalwart arm, 
and then after the tumult had subsided he would repent 
and tearfully sue for pardon. v 

Crazy Carl was laughed at for his exertions in behalf 
of the children, yet to spare his feelings the necessary 
punishment of the children wal deferred till he was out of 
sight. None of the neighboring peasant women, would 
leave their homes, to go to the market, to a wedding, or tb 
a funeral, without requesting Carl to remain with the chil- 
dren, and upon His compliance they would go forth un- 
troubled, for they were Well aware of the unbounded influ- 
ence " Wiseacre,^' possessed over the young people. 

Carl's bed-room, which adjoined Nanna's apartment, con- 
tained a bedstead, a well whittled table, and a chair 
mutilated in a like manner. In this chair Carl would rock 
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backward and forward, ^r hoiirs, and with half olosed 
oyes would look as if by stealth, at a striped woolmi waist- 
eoat, whioh was aospended against the wall, or some other 
Ettle gift from Magde. 

At the same time that Nanna was seated in her room 
looking towards the large tree near Ihe spring, Carl was 
rpcking in hi9 ehair, gazing with his peculiar expression 
at a brown earthen vase, which was standing upon the 
table before him. The vase contained two freshly pluck- 
ed lilacs, one blue and the other white, which emitted a 
fragrant odor. Afiter Carl had sufficiently regarded these 
objects, he slowly jerked his chair towards the table, and 
at each pause his mouth widened into a simple simper. At 
length he arrived so near the table that by bending forward 
he could have easily touched the flowers with his nostrils* 
To accomplish this movement, which was his evident in- 
tention, he proceeded with as much gravity and carefulness 
as he had evinced in approaching the table. He bowed 
dowa his head inch by inch, tmtil he could no longer with- 
st$md the desire of his senses. With one plunge he thrust 
his nostrils amidst the fresb leaves of the fragrant flowers. 

Suddenly, however, he raised his head, a thought struck 
his mind — his £Etce lengthened and his brow became cloudy. 

And yet a few moments ago he appeared supremely 
happy. 
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NaBDE^fi pretty faoe was pressed against the T?indow- 
pane. Her little world bad never before appeared 4sd 
firesb and beautiful. So g^eat was bw abstraction thai 
she did not hear the door open, as Oarl with bis peculiar 
lofty strides entered the room. 

<' Thank you, Nanna," said Call. Nanna did not hear 
bim. His vdce was lost in her recollection of the words 
of the strange youth, she had ttiet the day before. 

" Thank you, Nanna,*' repeated CarL 

Nanna started. <' What fot ? '^ said she. 

"Do you not know?" replied Oari," why for tite| 
flowers !" 

"Flowers?" 

" O," said Oarl smiling unbedlely and gating vacantly 
around the room. 

" If you found Ulacs in yom^ room, I did not pliace them 
there," said Nanna. 

" Ah 1 theu perhaps little Christine sent tbem to n^'^ 

" No, dear Oarl,*' replied Nanna, " the flowers were 
sent by one veho is better than even myself or Chris&ie." 

" Who can it be f" 

" Magde, of course." 

" Ah 1" Carl slowly stepped tdv^ards the door. " Magde, 
yes, I ought to have known that I" 

" Ask her, and then you will know cwtainly," said 
Nanna. 
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''^O, po, but they are beautifal flowers. I hope I will 
not break them, they smell so sweetly 1" 

Thus saying Carl strode across the floor to his own cham- 
ber wh^e he ^idn seated himself upon his chair and re- 
sumed his former occupation ; but he did not.profane them 
with his nostrils, for now he regarded them in a holier light 
They were Mqgde's gift. 

While be was thus happily engaged, a messenger arriv- 
ed at the cottage to disturb him. A peasant's wife, who 
wished ta attend a funeral desired his services, and the 
obliging Carl, although he protested that he had a great 
deal to ^:igage bis attention at home, willingly promised 
to go to the woman's cottage and take care of her children 
until her return. In order that his arrival at the cottage 
might be joyfully welcomed, he returned to his room, and 
commenced the manufacture of sundry whistles and as he 
whittled and sung verses of his own composition — for 
Carl was a poet — he occasionally cast loving glances to- 
wards the brown earthen vase. 

But how was Nanna employed ? Was she reading some 
of her favorite books, an amusement to which she often 
devoted her leisure hours ? or perhaps she was proceeding 
over the path which conducted to the spring in the mea- 
dow. Neither. She at present appeared perfectly satis- 
fied with her unaccustomed listlessness, from which how- 
ever she was soon aroused. 

From between the trees that bordered the side of the 
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hill, she saw a green coat emerge, which when it reached 
the plain made its way towards the little fountain beneatJi 
the tree. 

^ The wearer of the coat, who was the young man who 
had carried the knapsack and had called Nanna his litOe 
naiad, a term which he supposed she did not understand, 
cast himself upon the grass near the trunk of the tree. 
Perhaps he was expecting some one. 

For a few moments Nanna stood undecidedly upon tbe 
threshold of tiie door. Her inclinations drew her towairds 
the spring ; but her modesty cautioned her to remain. 

Why had she^ so long postponed her. usual walk on thid 
particular occasion? She had not expected any one. 
Certainly not 1 

At length, however, she seized her bonnet and hastened 
from the room. 
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OHAPTEB^V, 
Ths First Disapfqintmxnt. 

Kanna had amved at the bottom step of the flight of 
Btairs, when she etico^ntered Magde who was returning 
from a visit at a neighbor's house. She had walked fast, 
and her face was orimson with heat and vexation. When 
Magde first saw the young girl, she drew her bonnet close 
around her face, intending to enter the house as quickly as 
Nanna wished to depart; but when Nanna had reached 
the threshold she exclaimed: 

" Where are you going V^ 
' '' To take a Ihtie walk," rq>tied Nanna. 

[53] 
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'< Be carefiil, Nanna/' said Magde seriously, ''you will 
soon be a young woman.'' 

'' And why should that affect you so ?" replied Nanus, 
astonished at Magde's caution. 

'' O, only that poor women who wish to preserve their 
fair fame, are not allowed to go out when they choose." 

"What did you say?" 

" I say tiiat the sun, earth, water, trees, and flowers, 
are made only for the rich, who can admire them from 
their fine carriages and pleasure yachts." 

" But, dear Magde, you have always " 

" Silence, child," interrupted Magde, " you do not know 
the insults to which we females <^ humble birth are ex- 
posed." 

"We are not bom that we dbould thus be insulted," 
said Nanna. 

" True, true ; but then we should have been born as 
deliormed and ugly as those sins, which even our nn^desty 
will not preserve us from being suspected o£" 

" Gan that be possible 1" thought Nanna. Magde, who 
as she spoke had passed her hand upon her forehead, now 
removed it, and from tlie expression of her dark eyes, 
which beamed with h^ accustomed cheerfulness, and from 
her proud and lofty bearing, ittsould be perceived that she 
had regained her usual self-possession. 

" I grieve you, dear Nanna," said she in a softened tone 
of voice, " I do not imagine you to be more than a dove. 
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wluch is still fostered within the dovecote. Bat I was 
troubled) as I am sometimeB, without really knowing the 
cause." 

''Is there no cause, then?" inquired Nanna. 

'' I can say that there is or is not a cause, and therefore 
shall remain silent." 

*' Then remain ffllentj dear Magde, tet us speak no fur- 
ther on the subject," said Nanna quickly, for she was 
buming with impatience to visit the sprilig. 

She longed to (Mscover by experience whether it was 
TeaUy so dangerous for a woman to walk out alone. 

Until the day before, it had not been dangerous, for no 
one had forbidden her the free enjoyment of God% beautiful 
earth, and neith^ had her modesty ever been insulted. 
On any other occasion, Nanna would have been influenced 
not only by euriosity, but by a far purer feeling, namely, 
sympathy for Magde^s sorrows, — for she dearly loved her 
8ister-in-law,-^and would have asked an explanation of 
matters which she at present was anxious to avoid. 

Mtigde was sil^t. 

Nanna stepped^ver the door-sill. 
, But stern fate compelled her to turn back a second 
time, for the moment thai Magde turned to pass into the 
house, old Mr. Lonner advanced to the door. 

** Nanna my child," said he, " bring my chair out into 
the door-yard. The evening air is so cod and pleasant 
that it wiB invigorate my old body ; but ii would be better 
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I fliink, if my rheunQatism will permit it, to take a little 
stroll in the fields, with the aid of mj walking cane on one 
side, and with you as a staff to support me on the othen" 

Nanna blushed so deeply that she felt the blood burn- 
ing her cheeks, as she advsM^ced the opinion that the exercise 
might prove iiyurious to him. 

" Poor child, you are grieved on account of your old 
father. I will take your advice. Bring my arm-chair 
out, and we wiU sit here and have a little chat together.^' 

Hitherto, when her Mber had chatted to her of all that 
he had seen and experienced, Naniia had considered her- 
self amply rewarded for her days of labor, bqt on this 
occasion, she not only went after the chair reluctantly, but 
also, when she as usual seated herself with her knitting 
work 01^ her little bench at his side she sighed 
deeply. Her father did not observe her dejection, {Perhaps 
he considered it an impossibility for his precious jewel to 
mgh when she was with him^ 

" Well, Nantia," said he stroking his long beard which 
gave a venerable appearance to bis benevolent features, 
*< are you thinking of the fine shawl that Bagna:r is to send 
you by his friend Jon Jonson ?" 

" Not at all, dear father," replied Nanna. 

" True," continued the old man, " your disposition, in 
that respect does not resemble Magde's. She is pleased, 
as every young woman should be, when she has an oppor^ 
tunity of decorating her person with elegant doUiing." 



y Google 



THIS UOMS IN THS VALLXT. 57 

^ I tii'mk, that hereafter," said Nanna, slightly confosed, 
" I shall also cultivate a taste for such ^Ings; but thus 
far I have had but little opportunity." 

^l hcqpe so," replied her &ther, **I have frequentiy 
been much troubled in niind, vi^hen 1 haVe observed your 
mdifierence to dress, bo unnatural to one of your age ; 
but which is only a result of the romantic notions that 
you have always indulged in." 

<< But deax father, is it not wrong to strive to make our- 
selves beautiful when we are only poor people V^ 

<< Beautiful !'' exclaimed the old man, << what put that 
into ybur little bead ?" 

" Magde told me that all poor women ought to be bom 
ugly, that th^ reputation might not be suspected." 

<< Magde was a little out of humor, when she said that, 
and she who wishes to please her husband so much, could 
not have really intended what she siaid." 

" Yes, but wbffli a woman is married, it alters the case 
©atjrely." 

'* But why should not an unmarried girl wish herself 
handsome for the sake of her father, her brother, and 
above all for her own sake? That is a good wish so 
l<mg.as it continues innocent." 

" When then, is it not innocent ?" inquired Nanna. 

" It is no longer innocent when the love of fine apparel, 
and the desire to be beautiful, changes the heart, and the 
ghi neglects her duties, and g^ves her sole attention to 
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that which should only serve as a simple recreation; but 
that I am sure will never be the case with you." 

Nanna was silent. She drooped her head. ^^ There is 
no danger of that,'- thought she, " for who will care to vdt- 
ness the change ?" 

" On next St. John's day," continued her fathw, ** you 
must wear thiU; elegant silk shawl which belonged to your 
poor mother." 

As Nanna heard these words, a smile of peculiar mean- 
ing passed over her lips. It was the smile of a wcnnan 
who anticipates a future triumph. 

" Thank God," said the old man, turning the conversa- 
tion in another channel, '^ for all the blessings he has be- 
stowed upon us. Although we may now be in trouble, 
when Bagnar'e packages arrive, we shall be in better cir- 
cumstances. Poverty has many blessings of which the 
rich man cannot even dream. The poor man's gratitude and 
joy for even the islightest piece of fortune is too great to 
describe. The rich man has not that relish for the good 
things of life that the poor man has." 

While honest Lonner was thus losing himself in his 
meditations, Nanna moved in her seat uneasSy, and drop- 
ped stitch after stitch of her knittingwork. The former 
topic of conversation Was endurable, but this — 

Meanwhile, however, she did not dare to express her 
desire to be liberated from her ujcsome position. Why 
was riie afraid to do so ? She asked herself the question ; 
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tiie only reply Bfae could make was, that yeaterday it 
would have been easy for her to say, <* Father, I want to 
take a little walk in the meadow ;" but to-day, oh I that 
was different I 

" I see you have your bomiet on I" said her father, 
" were you about taking a walk ?" 

"I ^lave not been out of the house before, to-day," 
rq)lied Nanna. 

" Well, then run away, my child ; take all the enjoyment 
you can. ' You have but little here." 

Perhaps it was by. expressions of this description (torn 
ber father, that mournful thoughts were engendered within 
the mind of the young girl, causing her to fancy that some- 
tiling was waiting to complete her happiness, and that she 
stood beyond the pale of those who should have been her 
companiona 

It is certainly plausible to suppose that tiiese moments 
which the old man had set apart for familiar conversation 
with his daughter, whom. he loved above all earthly things, 
for she reminded him of ptcst days, might have proved 
highly detrimental to Nanna's sensitive and susceptible 
mind. 

A& matters now stood, it was plamly evident that, how- 
ever economical, industrious and thrifty she might be, 
Nanna would be compelled to be content with her lot, 
should she wed an honest mechanic or a sloop captain, 
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whioh w«re the highest prizes which «he, or ad; of the 
neighboriDg maideoD, might ezpeet to win. 

Like a captive bird which, after many fruitless etruggles, 
finally regains its liberty, Nanna quickly made use of her 
restored freedom, and hastened firom the door-yard. She 
was fully convinced that the young man was no ionger in 
the meadow, and now she^suddenly remembered that she 
had suid nothing to her father or Magde about Uie stran* 
ger whom she had encountered tiie previous evening. 
How strange it was that she bad forgotten to tell them I 
Yes, it was the st^atigest thing that ever had occurred 
during her whole life, and how greatly astonished thejr 
would be when she should teU them of her little adven- 
ture I Thus thought Nanna, as she proceeded towiirda the 
meadow. . , 
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Tbs Aobxxmxnt. 

« It was just as I thought I'' exclaimed our heroine, as 
she looked^ with pouting lips at the reflection of her pretty 
figure in the clear waters, of the spring. Never before 
had her hair beeii so nicelj arranged, and her neat white 
aproQ,^ which she had kept concealed b^heath her cloak 
during her entire conversation with Magde and her father, 
and which she had carisfully tied about her waist as soon 
as she had entered the meadows, how pretty it looked ! 
But how was she repaid for all her trouble? She was 
about disencumbering henself both of her apron and a 
little scarf which she had thrown over her shoulders, when 

reij 
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she heard a voice that she had already learned to distin- 
guish, calling to her in the distance. 

With pleased astonishment she lifted her eyes, and saw 
an individud,! whom we need scarce^ inform our readers 
was ike owner of the knapsack He was descending a 
hill, holding to his lips a blade of grass, upon which he 
would occasionally blow a vigorous and ear-piercing 
blast." 

" Have you come at last, my natad queen ?" said the 
youth. " We were such pleasant companions last evening, 
that I came hither in the hope of finding you at your bath 
again." 

" A naiad queen might bathe her feet before you ; but 

I ^" She ceased speaking, and a deep blush suffused 

her <)heeks. 

" Ah ! then you know something about the naiads, my 
child?" 

"Yes, and about the sylphsj too,'*^ replied Nanna, nod- 
ding her head, proud at having an opportunity of display- 
ing her knowledge before one whom, besides her fatiiier, 
was the only person that she had ever cared to interest. 

" You surprise me 1 What have you read ?" 

" O, a little of eveiything. My fether has a large book 
case, and I have a small collection of books, myself." 

" Hm, hm," said the embryo secretary, ** but enumerate 
to me some of the books you have read." 

" Do you TeaHy wish to know?" 
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" Yes, dear Nanna,^— pardon me — ^Mademoiselle -Nanna 
I should have said. Now Mademoiselle, please be seated, 
Hie grass is quite soft. I wish to catechise you a little." 

*' But I shall not answer you, sir, if you call me Made- 
EBois^le ; it sounds so cold and disagreeable." 

^ Well, I will be careful not to do so ; but let us make a 
commenoem:ent. " 

"With my qualifications?" 

" Certainly ; but why do you sit at such a distance ?" 

" We are not so far from each other." 

" That proves you to be no mathematieian. Now, tell 
me, liow many yards distance are there between us *?" 

" Three, I think." 

" Poor child, you have not reached your A B C's in 
arithmetic ; but I will be your instructor." 

" How so 1" , 

** You shall soon see." He quickly unloosed his neck- 
cloth. "This," he continued, "is precisely one yard in 
length. Now, I will measure the ground, and when I have 
measured three yardd, then — " 

" What then ?" 

" Then I will seat myself; for you have yourself chosen 
the distance." 

The unsuspecting Nanna had not the slightest idea of 
the little plot the young man had arranged to entrap her. 
The poor child was unaccustomed to mirth ; for although 
Magde, Bagnar, aiid Oarl, often indulged in boisterous 
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sports^ Btill Nanna never could feel an inclination to mingle 
with them, bat bad merely smiled at their ridicnlous jokes. 
Never had the clear ringing laugh of gleeful childhood 
isdued over her lips ; but upon &e present occasion her 
innocent heart entered into the spirit of her gay compan- 
ion, and when he deliberateSy measured three lengths of 
his neckcloth from the spot where he was sitting, iUul then 
gravely seated himself at her very side, a merry laugh broke 
from her lips, in which the youth joined, 

'* Well," said he^ ^issuming a comfortable position, '< I 
can touch you, at least, now«^' 

'^ Yes," replied Kanna seriously, for she was musing 
on Magde's words of caution, '' yes, you can ; but I do not 
wish you to.' 

"You do not?" 

" I do not," rieplied she firmly^ 

" What an obstinate little weature you are !" 

" You desired to know what I have read," said Nimna, 
wishing to change the subject of conversation. 

" True, but why do you hide your little hand under 
your apron, I shall not touch it without your permission ?" 

Nanna smiled as she slowly withdrew her hands from 
their place of concealment and folded them upon her la)>.< 

" Now, my child," said the young man with an assumed 
air of dignity, "first of all, you may commence at the be- 
ginning." * , 

" When I was a little girl, my father bought for me 
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some picture books, whiob as I read, he explained to me. 
Next as I progressed flirther " 

" Well, what happened ?" 

*< Next I studied the cateeUsm, which I liked rery much, 
thai I comm^9»ed ref^Ung the bible, a book which I love 
above all others, the new testament especially. All that I do 
not understand my fether explains to me, and after he 
haa finished, I go alone to my room, and as I read I can- 
not refrain frpm weeping But my. tears are not sor- 
rowful, I think only of -" 

"Of what?" . . 

" I know not whether I should tell you that" 

«« Certainly you should ; am I not your friend ?" 

" Well then — ^but do not speak about it to any one — I 
cfumot help tbiaking that if I had lived when our Savioui; 
was upon earth, I should have been one of the holy 
womeii." 

"Who ev» heard, of such ambition I Why perhaps you 
would^like to have been the virgin Mary, herself?" 

"Oh," exdahned Nanna, turning her face, that she 
might conceal the blush, which his words of ridicule, as 
iAie esteemed them, had called forth. 

" But, my child," continued her companion, " we will 
dwdl no longer upon your holy l^oughts, so different 
from otherer of your age ; proceed if you jdease." 

"Aside from the books I have mendoned, at my &tber^ 
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request^ I studied history, geograph j, satural philosopby, 
and finally ancient mythdogy.'* 

'< You surprise me I Your education has not been neg- 
* lected ; but you can write, can yotr not V^ 

" Certainly, and I have also practised drawing: a little." 
<' Indeed I upon my honor, Mademoiselle Namia you fright- 
en me 1" 

**Why?" 

<< Because I cannot comprehend how you ean use all 
your knowledge in this valley." 

" I have often thought of that," replied Kanna, sighing 
deeply. ' 

" Perhaps, it is not such a terrible matter after all," 
said GottKeb, " I must thoroughly convince myself*" 

Qo^eb now commenced to examine and cross-quastitm 
Nanna in the various departments of learning that she bad 
mentioned, and was pleased to discover by her accurate 
replies that she comprehended thoroughly all that she had 
studied. In fact, Nanna/Was quite his equal in her know- 
ledge of Ancient Mythology, which bad always been ber 
favorite study. 

'< But how is it possiM^ tiiat jrour father should be so 
well educated ? Yesterday, when we were walking toge- 
ther, you told me that he had resided in this valley nearly 
half his lifetime, with scarcely sufficient means to support 
himself ^nd family." 

'' Alas 1 a sorrowful story is eonnected with my father's 
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yoanger days ; but be never speaks of it He had high 
hopes, wbeo young, and had they been realized, he woold 
have been a man of consequence ; but the death of his 
patron crushed everything*" 

*'I must call upon your father some pleasant evening. 
Bo you think he would be pleased to see me f" 

" Of course, and Magde would also/' 

" Your sister-in-law ? Well, well, I vwll soon visit them 
both ; but listen now—" 

"I will." 

" As the eerat ban already been committed——*" 

" What error ?" 

<< That you fihoHld have been taught more than you 
ought to know ; but still, it is now too late to repent as you 
have already learned a litUe, and I do not think there will 
be aay harm in teacing you more." 

<* Whowiliteaobme?" 

" I shall of course. — I have an idea." 

Nanna glanced inquiringly towards her oompamon. 
*^ You might be able," he continued, " to earn a little com- 
petency for yourself; would you be wilHng to become a 
scdiopl-teacher ?" 

<< O, yes, nothing could be better 1 Then I would not 
be obliged to ftink of— o£— " 

"Of marriage?" 

" Yes, of marriage." 
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'< And I am of your opinion, for to epeak candidlyi 
whom oould you marry ?" 

^ I do not know ; there is the parish tailor, who has 
already spoken to Magde about it — — " 

« The parish teUor !— Aha !»' 

" And Oaptawi Larsson who owns a doop^ oflfered B^g- 
nar two barrels of ry^ flour if he would speak a good 
word to me tiSout him." 

" Two barrels of rye flour as a bribe ! And ja^r bro- 
ther's reply ?" 
"0, Kagnar isnot to be played ^with," replied Nanna ; " * if 
you wish to purchase my sister,' «aid he, * you had bet- 
ter speak to, her yourself, she has not authorized me to 
sdl her/ " . 

" So you have two lovers 1" . 

''Yes, and the sexton, an old widower, i^ the third. 
He has considerable wealth, and therefore affiled to mj 
father, himself." 

"Without success?" 

♦* Yes, father told him I was too young," 

" Do you not prefer eitlier of your si^tors ?" 

" I would rather throw myself into lake Wwiner, than 
to marry either of thero#" 

" Then let us speak of the school. It will give you a 
little income, and is, as far as I can see, the only method 
c^ using your accomplishments to advantage." 

" You are right It is my only choice." 
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'^ I fear so too, for aloyer auitable for you would Dot in 
all probability find his way hither } but in me you have 
found a friend at leasi^.'^ 

« Thank God, for thai" 

'' But ii is necessary that we should make one agree- 
ment ^^ 

" What is it V 

'< That we shall not fall in love with each other." 

" Oh, there is no dang^ I" 

<* Ah ) who can be sore of that ? You possess beauties 
beyond your personal charms. Miss Nanna, that may con- 
quer me in spite of myself." 

<<yott ^e also beautiful; but I do not believe that — 
that-" 

" You do not belief (hat you. would ever fall in love 
with me, you were about saying. Upon my word that is so 
much the better, ibr to speak truly I am plaqed in as 
bad circumstances as you are yourself." 

« You are I" 

'* Yes, yeS| I speak the truth. My oQly ambition is to 
become an assistant in my fathw's office." 

<* If that is the case," said Nanna, " you must fall in love 
with a rich girl only." 

" I shdl be careful of my own interests I assure you," 
replied Gottleib, '^ but now this perplexing point is rightly 
settled— is it not ?" 
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" Yes, you are to marry a wealthy giri, and I am to 
keep a school, is that the agreement V^ 

^< Yes, and now we jnust another arrangement, which is 
that we must agree to meet each other during the 
evening hours, at this spot I own many books that 
will be useful to you, and if you can sing " 

" I can sing a little, and the old sezton says my voice is 
beautiful'* 

" Allow me to hear you sing." 

^ To-morrow, I cannot this eveningi" 

** 0, you should not refuse a friend in thi^t maan^. 
It would be quite different if I was your bver." 

Without further word6, Nanna comn^enced ringing an 
old ballad, and her sweet voice, as she trilled forf^ the 
beautiful words of her song, fell upon the ear of her young 
companion iike the soft music of a bird« 

" You sing excellently, Nanna, and lihink your voice 
would be improved if you could play upon the guitar. I 
have one at home, and might bring it with me." 

" But the guitar would not benefit liiy future pupils." 

" It will serve for your amusement after your scholars 
have left you in. the afternoon. You will find such a 
relaxation quite necessary, and when you play upon it, 
and sing one' of your beautafkl ballads, you will think of 
your friend.'* 
' " And drive away the tedium of the long hoursL — O, 
sir, you are too kind 1" 
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'' Stop, Nanna ! Gall me GottliiBb, not sir. You know 
friends should " 

« Thanks, Sir Gottlieb 1 What a beautiful name ! But 
it is quite late !" 

Nanna, who was fearful that Magde, anzious at her long 
absenee, would come in search of her, arose from her seat 
upon the grass, and hastily departed. 



y Google 



CHAPTBE Vn. 

f 

Tax Ohabx. 

The next morning, a few hours before Carl, whistling 
a ballad of which he was Uie author, eommenced his jour- 
ney over ditches and stiles, to fulfill his engagement to watch 
with the children of the peasant woman, Mn Fabian 

H was awakened by his affectionate wife, who informed 

him that it was time for him to prepare himself for his 
hunting expedition. 

Sleepy, and unwilling to leave his cozy bed, for tiie sake 

of enjoying the damp morning air, Mr. Fabian addressed 

his spouse with all the tenderness which his state of mind 

would permit : 

[72] 
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"Dear Ulgenie, you — " 

Mistress, Ulrica, however, did not permit harself to 
be moved by tbis gentle epithet 

" Fabian," said she, shaking his shoulder roughly, " you 
are going to sleep again. Quick I get up ! I have had 
your top boots nicely greased, sxkd on the chair you will 
find your hunting coat and gamebag. Everything is made 
as comfortable as possible." 

" Sweet Ulgenie," expostulated Mr. Fabian* 

The amiable lady smiled as she heard him speak, and 
had not an unfortunate yawn accompanied those two ten- 
der words, in all probability they would have terminated 
tbis chapter. But the word yawn is not found in Love's 
dictionary, and consequently the unlucky husband was 
fotced to rise from his bed preparatory to going forth to 
perfOTm deeds of valor in obedience to the commands of 
bis mistress. 

" Do not neglect to aiyaken Gottlieb. He also must 
learn tiie noble art of hunting." 

" I will, my dear, I will," said her husband, perspiring 
witli his exertions, as he forced himself into his hunting 
garments which Mistress Ulrica had made from a pattern 
of her own invention. ^ But when Mr. Fabian had com- 
pleted his toilette, he hastened from the houscj intention- 
ally forgetting to awaken Gottlieb, for, as we shall soon 
discover, he had urgent reasons for wishing to perform his 

hunting exploits without the hindrance of a companion. 
4 
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As Sir Fabian was, so to speak, his wife^s btitler, he 
bad provided himself with a deputy butler, who generally- 
received a hint of the day and the hour, when stern fate 
would compel his master to encase his feet m heavy hunt- 
ing boots. 

We now see this martyr to the holy cause of matrimony, 
puffing and blowing beneath the weight of bis heavy gun, 
as he wends his way across the fields towards a certain spot 
in the forest at which he finally arrives. He looks ai*oun<l 
him with searching eyes ; his brow is clouded with auitiety 
and impatien($e. . Suddenly his eyes gleam with an 
expression of joy ; but be instantly recovers himself and 
assumes an air of dignified composure, while, he gazes 
angrily upon the form of a man, who is approaching hina 
through the trees. 

'^ Fool ! you have kept me waiting l'^' said he harshly as 
the man advanced. 

Humbly but with a humility whiqh was more assumed 
than natural, the " Butler," presented Mr. Fabian with 
two hares, and two partridges; which would fill his game 
bag uncommonly well and ensure a loving welcome upon 
his return home. After this ceremony was performed 

Mr. H threw his accomplice a few pieceeof silver^ and 

when the last named performer in this little dcene had van- 
ished, our huntsman fatigued by his Arduous exertipna 
cast himiself upon a moss covered bank and was soon con- . 
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tinuing the dream which had beeQ so unpleasantly inter- 
rupted by his sweet XJlgenie. 



" In the woods, near the sea I have lived 
Many a day 1 
Ho, ho, ho, 
Ha, ba, ha. 
It is so lovely on the earth !" 

Thus sang or hummed Carl as he proceeded on his way. 

Suddenly he experienced tk strong desire to rush into 
the woods to listen to the sighing of the wind as it 
swept thrpugh the high branches of the trees. In this 
music Carl took such delight that he would listen to it, for 
hours, while great tears of pleasure and excitement would 
roll down his sun-burnt cheeks. But it wasjthe pleasure 
and excitement of a religious enthusiast in the house of the 
God he worshipped. Carl never spoke of tiiese sentiments, 
and how wpuld it have been possible for him to do so. 
He never thought from whence they originated. He fol- 
lowed his inclination only* 

While Carl was thus engaged he suddenly saw an object 
which caused him instantly to neglect the sound of his 
favorite music. In the gt*ass near. the fence over which 
Carl was about climbling, he saw the slumbering hunts- 
man, with the freshly killed game reposing at his side. 

Carl, without knowing why, had conceived the idea 
that Magde disliked Mr. Fabian H-^ — , and as for him- 
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self, he instincttyely hated that worthy gentleman. Atnl 
another thought entered his head as he looked upon the 
game. He remembered that Magde had once said : " Ah ! 
had we but a hare or a partridge, how delicious it would 
be ! But such things are too good for us, they must be 
sent to the manor house." 

Carl laughed silently. He extended his hand towards 
the sleeping man, and then withdrew it undecidedly. Our 
friend Carl possessed a few indistinct ideas concerning the 
law of meum and teum. By dint of great exertion, his 
father had implanted in his mind the great necessity of 
observing the eighth commandment, and upon the present 
occasion the lesson of his younger days interfered in a 
great degree with the accomplishment of his present de- 
signs ; for as he gazed upon the objects of his envy, be 
muttered to himself: * 

" The Eighth Commandmenf : Thou shalt not steal !" 

His brain was not only troubled with the eighth, but the 
words of the tenth commandment came to hi» memory, 
" Thou sbalt not covet thy neighbor's wife, nor his ser- 
vant, nor his maid, nor his ox, nor his ass." 

As he thus spoke, and thought first of the command- 
ments and then of Magde, he continued to advance and 
retreat, wavering in his decision, and he might have re- 
mained in this state until Mr. Fabian awoke, had not a 
bright idea forced itself upon his mind. 

" 0," exclaimed he, " the commandments say nothing 
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about game /" and as even the veriest simpleton has it m his 
power to convince himself of the purity of an action, how- 
ever wrong, Carl soon satisfied himself with the oscuse 
which he had eo ingeniously invented. He entirely forgot 
the closing line of the commandment, '* nor anything that^ 
is bis," which, however, would not bear consideration on 
that occasion. He therefore seized the two bares that were 
nearest him, and by the assistance of a long stick he 
gained possession of the partridges also. 

In the meantime, Mr. Fabian^s assistant, who had not 
yet left the forest, having been attracted by OarPf move- 
ments, had been an eye-witness to hb proceedings. But 
instead of warning the lad of his crime, the spectator 
seemed rather to rejoice at his patron's misfortune. He 
might safely do this, for after the crime had been commit- 
ted, he could easily disclose the name of the thief, and 
thus avert suspicion from himself. He thought that Mr. 

H would not injure a person of Carl's character, and 

that at all events he would be likely to receive a proper 
reward for any zeal he should exert to promote the interest 
of his employer. Carl had discovered that his actions had 
been observed ; but as the spectator, by sundry winks and 
nods, seemed rather to encourage than to prevent him, 
Carl proceeded without fear. 

"* And now, having won the victory, .he hastened to 
Magde. 

But here trouble awaited him. 
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When Carl presented Magde the game, she was de- 
lighted ; but after her outburst of admiration had sub- 
sided, her first question naturally was as to where he 
had procured his prize. 

• " Is it not endugh that it is here ?" said Caii, as he stood 
on the threshold, twirlil^g his hat in his hand. 

"Heavens! I trust you have not procured it m an 
unlawful way ?" 

" No, I got it while going the right way," replied Carl, 
mischievously. 

" My dear Carl," said Magde, seriously, " you must not 
think to deceive me by your cunning words." 

" You should not say so," answered Carl, sulkily. 

" No, I should not, Carl, I spoke foolishly ; but if you 
are a good boy, and love me, you will tell me who has 
given you this game, or whether you have promised to pay 
for it by working by-and-bye." 

" I have already worked for it," said Carl, with a laugh, 
" but I must go now, or else I will be too late at Sunnan- 
gaarden." 

Thus saying, Carl was about putting his long legs in 
active motion, when Magde exclaimed : 

" Carl I Carl I a word more ! stop, Carl 1" 

" I have staid too long already," said Carl ; but still he 
remained. 

" Tell me frankly, Carl, did you procure the game hon- 
estly?" 
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Carl, who rested upon the tenth commandment, in which 
neither hares nor partridges were mentioned, answered 
shrewdly : 

" If you doubt my honor, I wiD refer you to the cate- 
chisoL Do you believe in the catechism ?" 

'< Is it true then that you have done nothing contrary to 
• its precepts ?" 

''It is indeed truei" replied Carl, gravely. 

'' Then I am satisfied," said Magde, '' and I am grateful 
to you, my good Carl, for the welcome present" 

" Qood ? Yes, can I redly believe you, Magde ?" 

'' Yes, I so consider you, and therefore I am good to 
yon," 

Carl commenced laughing, and assumed a crane-like 
position, as he balanced himself upon one leg. This was 
his usual custom when pleased. 

« Well, well, then you love poor Carl a little. That's 
goodl" 

'' Carl is my good boy," replied Magde, who during the 
conversation had been engaged in siM'eading out a number 
of skeins of knitting yam that had been placed out to 
bleach upon the grass plot. 

"Listen," said Carl) approaching nigher to Magde, 
" would Magde shed a tear upon my grave if God should 
call me from earth ?" 

There reposed in these words a tone of mingled fear and 
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humiliiy, and Magde, much moved by the peculiaz 
expression of GarPs countenance, replied : 

" Certainly, Carl, I would shed many, many teara, for I 
believe there are none who love you as I do." 

<^I am grateful, Magde,'' said Carl, violently scraping 
the ground with the sole of his hob-nailed shoe, an action 
which could scarcely be called a bow — " your words shall 
be remembered. I am Magde's servant, and shall be so 
as long as I live." 

With these words, he turned on his heel, and trotted 
towards his place of destination. 

'< The poor lad has a good heart," thought M^gde, as 
she concluded her labors in the yard; but she little imag- 
ined the true state of CarPs heart. 

Magde now entered the house to pr^epare breakfast. 
Her three children crowded around her, loudly testifying 
iheir admiration of the partrii^es and hares. She com- 
menced dressing the game with that placidity of counter 
nance, and with iisat dexterity which proved she was well 
versed in that most important b]%nch of a housekeeper's 
duties — cookeiy* 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

gamcbunino the h u n t e s, in the w o o d b , 
akb his homewarb walk. 

"We now return to our friend the sportsmau, who soon 

awo^e from his sound slumber, quite refreshed. He 

yawned, stretched himself, and mechanically extended his 

hand towards the spot where he had placed hiir game-bag. 

Although his hand touched nothing but the grass and 

his gun, he nevertheless was not troubled, for he thought 

that he had miscalculated the distance. He searched still 

further ; but to his surprise the game-bag was still missing. 

He now raised himself up in a sitting posture^ and rubbing 

his eves vigorouriv, he searched the ground closely. But 

4* [81] 
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his eyes, usually so good, must have been (Jimmed by some 
eDchantment, for he could perceive neither the haree nor 
the partridges, which he could not but think were there. 

Determined, however, not to believe in such marvels, 
for honest Fabian was a man of intelligence, he arose and 
peered through the bushes in the grass; he looked in 
the air, and he closely scanned the tops of the trees ; but 
his efforts were fruitless. The game was not to be found. 

'^ It is astonishing 1'* said he to himself. I can not be- 
lieve it ! Tbey must be here ! But where the devil are 
they then 1" 

The trees retained a stubborn silence, and their example 
was followed by the earth, the air, and the water. Al- 
though the heat of the day was rendered still more insuf- 
ferable by Mr. Fabian's thick hunting suit, yet his flesh 
chilled with fear when he discovered the actual loss of his 
partridges and hares. 

To return home without his game, was a misfortune, 
which under ordinary circumstances he could have endu- 
red ; but on this occasion he had reason tx> expecc a more 
than usually severe lecture from his wife whose command 
he had stubbornly disobeyed by not awakening Gottlieb. 
While the unfortunate sportsman was bewailing his fate 
he discovered the face of his, ** butler," who was peering 
out from between the bushes with an expression of min- 
gled humility and mirthfulness, '^ 
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^ Wher© are my partridges, you rascal f " shoated Mr. 
Fabian, his face glowing with anger. 

« Do you think, Mr H , that I have taken them ?" 

'< Such a jest would be but natural. What are you 
doing here ? Have I not paid you enough V^ 

'^ I never do anything without orders, and if you do 
not wish me to remain, I will go instantly. I thought, 
however, th^t you would be pleased if I should tell you 
what had become of your game.'* 

'' That is just what I wish to know I Has any one pre- 
sumed to steal it?" 

a Very likely." 

"Whor Quick I Tell me P 

But the butler answered only with a long drawn 
"Ah I" 

'^ Can you substantiate what you are about to say ?" 

<* I can swear to it, if it is necessary. I waited here 
only that I might be able to explain every thmg to my em- 
ployer, after he should awake." 

" You are a fine fellow, now tell me what evil being has 
entered the woods, and committed this depredation ?" 

'^ If you wish to have a full account of the matter, you 
should tender full payment," said the butler, who con- 
sidered this play of words exceedingly apt and forcible. 

" Yes, yes, I will not be ungenerous," replied Mr. Fabian 
taking a bank-note firom his pocket 



y Google 



84 THX UOMS IN THS VALLST. 

'^ Carl, — the fool of the valley — purloined the hares and 
partridges." 

" What I that cur !— the son of old Lonner 1** \ 

"The same." \ 

" Are you certain ?" 

" Yes, as certain as I am that I live." 

" Good," said Mr. Fabian, and he repeated the same 
word several times, each time appearing better satisfied, 
and certainly the thoughts that occupied bis mind must 
have afforded him great pleasure, for be not only forgbt 
t^ trouble that awaited his return borne, but also the 
question, which in truth should have been the first, one — 
why the Butler had not stopped the thief and rescued the 
booty. The Butler, however, thought it expedient not 
to await further questions, and therefore soon found an 
opportunity of retreating. 

Our readers may be assured that when, the sportsman 
returned home his wife was not in the best of humo^. 
She awaited his coming in the parlor ; but when she heard 
his footsteps in the courtyard, she could no longer retrain 
her impatience, but hastened to the window and exclaimed, 

" Where were your silly thoughts wandering, when you 
left the house without calling Oottlieb. 1 must ^y that 
you conduct yourself friendly towards my relations, and I 
do think it is equally astonishing that you have come home 
without him. I sent him to look {ot you a long time ago. 
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Whatl cim I believe mj eyes ! Where is the game that 
I was to have for dinner ?" 

** Dear TThique Eugenie, can yotc not wait until I have 
changed my clothes? I have travelled so fiEur through 
the woods, that I can scarcely breathe, I am so weary." 

" Where is the game ?" 

" Whew 1'*^ ejaculated her husband, " I can atand these 
dothes no longer." Thus saying, he hastened into the 
house, and {^oceeded to his apartment. 

But this respite was of short duration. Mistress Ulrica 
Eugenie was familiar with the road to the chamber, and 
her i:age reached its highest point, when she heard that 
the game which was intended for her dinner, had been 
stolen while Eer husband, overcome by his arduous exer- 
tions, had fallen asleep. 

" O, if I only knew who did this, yes, if I only knew, I 
would have the rascal put in th0 stocks. But you, you 
dormouse, yes you, you call yourself a man I you I Don't 
you wish to borrow my petticoat I To sleep when en- 
gaged in the nol^ art of hunting I To complain of fatigue ! 
Fie upon such men ! But can you not discover the thief ?" 

" No, my dear, I assure you. I cannot, how could I 
know ivhat happened while I was sleeping ?" 

" That is the reason why you never knew anything in 
your life>" replied the exasperated woman. " But see there 
comes Gottlieb wit^ a partridge in his hand. He is a pat- 
tern. He never allows his game to be stolen." and Mistress 
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Ulrica composed her featores, and aseumed an ezpreg-. 
slon of motherlj beDcvolence, while she descended the 
stairs to receive her nephew, 

" Thank you, good Gottlieb,'* said she meeting him at 
the door, '^ thank you, your uncle has been unfortunate 
this morning ; but come with me to the dairy, and you shall 
have the cream of an entire pan of milk." 

" The milk also, if you please, aunty, I feel myself able 
to devour «very thing, pan and all." 

" Well, satisfy yourself. By and by we will go to my 
bleachery and you may select a piece of linen. — ^Do you 
understand ?*» 

'* Not a word. It is all a mystery. But I do know that 
there is not a nephew on the entire Scandinavian peninsula, 
who possesses an aunt with such an affectionate dis- 
position." 

•* Ah, you flatterer, it is well that you are my nephew 
or else Fabian might be jealous." 

" Well I am oot sure but that he may yet have an occa- 
sion, for, I am not aware that nephews are forbidden to 
love their aunts." 

From that day forward Gottlieb was taken under the 
especial protection of his aunt, ftnd as her favorite he was 
certain of a comfortable and pleasant life. When she be> 
came acquainted with his manners, virtues and accomplish- 
ments, her esteem for him was, if possible, doubly in- 
creased* 
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What could he not do, the dear boy ? Not to speak 
of his wonderful success in amusing little Jean Ulrick, Mr. 
Fabian^s sole h^r, he was able to read aloud to his aunt 
from her favorite volume, and to repeat with almost sublime 
patience, all those tender passages to whicli she in a plain, 
tive tone would sigh de capo. More than all this. He could 
sing— the model nephew— and accompany his voice with the 
guitar not only to the tune of " my love and I," but also 
to his aunt's favorite ballad, " In the shadows of the wood ; 
in l^e cavern hid away," And finally there was not a 
female domestic in the house who dared to compete with 
Gottlieb in the art of chopping string beans. In short, he 
was a n^hew whose peer could not be found in all Sweden, 
and who knows whether tke piece of linen he chose from 
the bleachery was tbe last he received from his indulgent 
aunt 

Poor Gottlieb, while you are thus tte prime favorite of 
your strong minded aunt, having free access to the pantries 
and dairy-rooms, have you no misgivings that the day will 
arrive when the doors of this house shall be closed 
against you t Belentless fate who ever demands a sacri- 
fice. How true are the words of the wise Solomon," All is 
vanity and vexaticm of spirit; and there ia no profit under 
the sun." But it is not to be believed that Mr. Fabian's 
slumbers were disturbed because his wife had deserted him. 
No, ho even preferred the company of hunger and thirst 
rather than that of his Ulgenie. Not that this state of mind 
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originated from t^e maDjr lectures he had received from 
his wife. Ah, ao^ there were far more powerful reasons:; 
but it is certain that if Mistress Ulrica bad suspected that 
her husband's indifference arose from any other motive 
than the wish to esc<q)e a deserved punishment she would 
have, undoufoteoly, increased the vigor of her tongue to 
such a pitch that his house would have been uncomforta- 
bly warm to him. 

After d&ing upon GotUieb's partridge which had done 
much to smoothe her ruffled temper, Mrs. Ulrica was t^us 
insinuatingly addressed by her husband : 

" Have you any errands for me to perform at the parson- 
age, dear Ulgenie ? I wi^i to ride^ down there to t^ over 
the parish matters with the parson." : 

^^ That's right, dear Fabian. Take Gottlieb along 
with you. He would like to see the young ladies, each of 
whom are worth a ton of gold." 

At this proposal Mr. Fabian's brow darkened ; ^ut tibe 
gloom was soon dispelled as Gottlieb declined iho pleas* 
ure of going, and the first smile which the young man had 
received from his uncle was when he replied : '< Excuse me 
to day, my dear aunt, I wislj to write to my moth^." 

He had no desire to disappoint his young pupil of the 
valley. 

" Excellent youth !" exclaimed his aunt, " pleasure cau- 
not wile you from your duties. God forbid that I should 
attempt to do so ; imd you Fabian," she added extending 
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her arms towards her husband, " kiss me before you go. 
Tour Ulgenie has no desire to deprive you of any reason- 
able enjoymento." 
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CHAPTER IX. 
Mb. Fabian and Magss Lonnsb. 

'' 0, how thankful I am that you can come out here on 
the green, dear father." Thus said Magde, as she. gave 
old Mr. Lonoer his hat and cane, after Naooa had filled 
and lighted his pipe. 

It was a beautiful scene to behold the two sisters thus 

employed. Bagnar was right Without waiting for a 

request, they were apparently striving to outvie each other 

in performing little services for the old man. In short, Mr. 

Lonner had not a wish which was not gratified. Th^ 

anticipated his every desire. 

fQOJ 
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" There, that will do, my daughters; I thank you. I feel 
so young to-day, that I am quite happy. My rheumatism 
has left me almost entirely ; sd give me your arm, Nanna, 
and we will go." 

" Where are you going ?" inquired Magde. 

" 0, after we have taken a short walk," replied Nanna, 
" I have proposed that we should go to the spring in the 
meadow, and sit down awhile. It used to be one of papa's 
favorite spots." * 

" Perhaps you had better take a book with you," said 
Magde^ " and then you can read to him." 

Nanna blushed. Her object was to afford to her father 
another and much greater pleasure. She hoped in this 
manner to introduce Gottlieb to him before the youth 
should visit the cottage, because she feared that Magde in 
that case would Wonder at her familiarity with tho. new 
comer. 

Many times durh^ the day, Nanna had endeavored to 
say to Magde, << last evening, and the evening before, I 
itiet an elegant young man near the spring in the meadow ;" 
but, for some unknown reason, the words never passed 
over her lips. She imagined that if she was alone with 
her father, she would not fear to tell him, and she also 
thought that when Gottlieb would see her with the old 
man, he would know that she had not agreed to meet him 
alone. 

Her father would also converse with them about the 
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time vrhen she fihould commenee her school, about which 
she had already erected many castles in the air. A little 
house she had thought should be erected in the valley. 
Here she should dwell alone with her cat, her little gold- 
finch with his elegant green cage, and she would also have 
a shed for her cow. She also wished to take a dog with 
her ; but finally she thought she would not do so, for he 
would eat too much, and aside from that, would not be of 
the slightest benefit to her,%r Carl wou^d certainly assume 
the entire control of him. 

There was no doubt, she had thought, but that good Carl 
would help her with her heavy woris. That is, he would 
come to her little bouse on Wednesday and Sunday after- 
noons, to scrub her floors and bring the wood, while she 
was engaged in makii^g cakes and pies for her father and 
Magde, who should visit her on those evenings. Of course 
this plan was to be followed during the summer only. Dur* 
ing the winter, she would spend those afternoons and eve- 
nings in the large house. 

What true happiness did the girl experience as she thus 
innocently dreamed of her future life I Her joy was in^ 
creased as she fancied herself seated in her little school- 
room after the close of h^ labours for the day. That little 
room was to be a bright place in her memory forever for was 
it not he, her friend^ who bad told her that she would 
lequire some recreation after school hours, and was he not 
also to teach her the means for doing, bo ? . 
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We -win not ddscriba Nanna's blusbing confusioii as she 
told her father of her acquaintance with Gottlieb, neither 
will we paint at length, the mingled sentifnents of fear and 
hope which filled the old man's heart as he heard his 
daughtCT's story ; but will simply rem«i*k that the meeting 
between old Mr. Lonner and Gottlieb was mutually 
gratifying, and that as is naturally the case under such 
circumfitances, they each wished to continue the aoquaint- 
aoce <^us pleasingly commenped. . 

Upon the sand in front of the cottage Magde's children 
were playing in the sua, wfaUe Christine, the savant girl, 
was dividing her attention between h^ sewing work, and 
the baby whk^ was r^osing in a kneading trough, upon 
a little bed of rushes. She would also occasionally cast her 
eyes towards the other children, as they dug little ditches 
which they filled with water brought irom. the house in an 
old. kettle, and then sailed their little bark boats in these 
miniature canals. 

In the meantime, Magde, as usual, was sitting in the 
parlor, weaving at her. loom with such violence that the 
window panes rattled in their sashei^ As she w as thus 
engaged she bummed a little song, which Eagnar during 
their courtship had frec^uently sung beneath her window 
as a signal that he wished to see her alone. As Magde 
loved her husband above all other earthly things, his 
favorite song had never become discordant to her. This 
song she took most pleasure in singing when she was alonei 



y Google 



94 THS BOMS IH THS TALLST. 

for then she could give full rein to her fancy, and look for 
ward to the time when her loved husband should become 
a captain, and command an elegant schooner in which he 
could receive his wife, for she hoped that she might be able 
to take one voyage at least to Goteburg, to preside at the 
table in Captain Bagnar's cabin. 

Then thought she, what a great stir her appearance in 
the vessel would create! <' Heavens," one would say, 
" what a beautiful wife our captain hasl" Yes, the captain 
is a man of taste, v'^ The captain, always the captain 0, 
how grand it sounded I The captain loves her so muoh,^* 
the siulors would also say, " that he scarcely takes his eyes 
from her, and how affectionately she looks at him 1 0, it 
must be a happy life, to be thus married 1" 

While Magde was thus engaged in her pleasant reveries, 
the latcb.was lifted and the door swung open slowly. 

" Mercy 1 What can be Mr. H 's business here T' 

she exclaimed. 

" O, do not disturb yourself," said Mr. Fabian, for it 
was our valorous huntsman who thus disturbed Magde's 
dreams, ^^ I hope everything may be arranged without 
trouble. I am not the man who would injure bis neigh- 
bor, even if I had it in my power." 

'' What do you mean I" exclaimed Mi^de dropping her 
shuttle in her terror. 
' In the meantime the worthy gentleman bad gradually 
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approached Magde, but-so BofUy and cautiously that he 
resembled a cat about pouncbg upou a trembling mouse. 

<< Heaveu forbid/' relied Mr. Fabian, " that I should 
think that you knew anything about it A woman so vir- 
tuous as you are, woT:dd not engage in any wrong action ; 
but I do think that a man's property should be respected." 

" Mr. H-< , if you have any evil tidings speak them 

out at once. Perhaps Jon Jonson has arrived, and the 
goods that Bagnar ^" 

With a deep blush Magde suddenly ceased speaking ; 
but her visitor required nothing further. He pretended, 
however^ not to have understood her words ; but as he 
well knew that Jon Jonson 's vessel was still at Goteburg 
for he expected some merchandise in it himself, it did not 
require much penetration for him to surmise that the mate 
Lonner had taken an opportunity of sending home some 
smuggled goods by his fViend Jonson. , 

*^ I know nothing about Jon Jonson's vessel," said Mr. 

H- after a moment's pause, " but, I can readily 

perceive that you expect some compliments from your 
husband.'^ 

** Yes, not only compliments ; but also a quantity of 
m^chandise," replied, Magde, who, after a moment's re- 
flection had concluded that it v^as better not to make a 
secret of it, <* as Bagnar had a little overplus he conclu- 
ded to send us a few necessary articles from Goteburg. 
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We are poor, and cannot demand credit until he re- 
turns." 

" It ifl better not to do so," replied her visitor, " but at 
present we have neither Jon Jonson nor Bagnar to speak 
about. A certain person in this neighborhood has pla- 
ced himself in an unpleasant position." ,..^^ 

^* Who can it be ?" exclaimed Magde, terrified by Mr. 
Fabian's imposing aspect, *^ I will run and call Mher 1" 

"If the old man is not at home," replied her visitor 
concealing his joy by assuming a frown of vexation, " it 
will be better not to call hhn as it will only cause the ven- 
erable man much pain." 

" Tell me, do tell me, what has been done ?" stammered 
the frightened woman. 

" I refer to your brother Carl 1'' 

« Carl, the half-witted Cari." 

'* O, he is in no want of wit, and his weak mind shall 
not serve him as a protection when he stands before the 
justice. Theft is thefl, no matter who commits it. At 
least so the law considers it." 

" The game I" cried Magde clasping her hands in despair 
and terror. 

" You are right, the game that he stole frdm me this 
morning while I was sleeping. I knew full well that ike 
proud and conscientious Magde, would not deny thi^ he 
had brought it home. 

" But who could have — have — " 
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^* Bight, who could have believed that he would have 
done so, and that is the very point, and an unlucky one, 
for it proves that Ite must have been seen while commit- 
tmg the tiiea." 

*< How terribly this is I A few days ago I happened to 
say tiiat Z wished we had some game for our old father, 
and j|ow — tiow— ^" 

''Calm yourself," interrupted Mr. Fabian, extending 
his hand and enforcing his consolation by a love-tap upon 
Magde's shoulder. In her affliction Magde did not withdraw 
from this salute, and Mr. Fabian had an opportunity of 
gazing upon her lovely neck for a full moment, to prolong 
whk^ be would have given the value of a hundred hares 
and partridges. But Magde arousing herself from her 
stupor, looked her guest full in the face, and there read 
an expression which displeased her. 

With a blush she replaced the handkerchief around her 
neck, and suddenly enquired : 

"What then, sir, is the real intention of your visit? 
You said you would not disturb us, and as the game is 
untouched we can return it immediately." 

" The game is not the object of my visit." 

"What is then?" 

" The th6ft Carl will be brought before the justice, I 
told you there was a witness ta his crime." 

"But how can that happen unless you enter a com* 
plaint ?»» 
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" Have I not the righfc to enforce the law which is made 
to protect our property ? but it is possible &at I might 
hush the matter up if I chose ; and wlftn I &Boy thiit I 
see the poor fellow under arrest, when I behold him 'm 

the culprit's box, in the courtroom; when I ?-" 

"May God protect hiip!" interrupted Magde, "you 
have said enough, Mr. H^— . I am but the wife of a poor 
sailor ; but if my humble prayers wiH be of tiw least avdil^— " 
and Magde, the proud Magde, who before had often dis* 
missed Mr. Fabian vnih. disdainful gesture, now clasped 
her hands, and looked intahis face with an expression oi 
tearful entreaty. 

" O, do not despair, my dear Magde,'^ said he, "such 
tender prayers and looks, have a wonderfal influence 
upon me. Aside froto that your present attitude is perfect- 
ly charming." 

Overpowered by a sudden revulsion of feelings, Magde 
closed her eyes, and sank her head upon her bosom. 

" I see," said she, ^< that you d6 not intend to assist us 
from our preset titouble." 

" On the contrary," replied Mr. Fabian with much ani- 
mation, " I will do everything for you, if you will only 
conduct yourself towards me, in a manner different from 
that which you have done heretofore." 

" If Mr. H ^ demands nothing more ttian friendship,^* 

replied Magde, with difficulty repressing her anger, " ihsA 
shall not be wanting." 
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" Nothing more, upon my honor," said Mr. H , joy- 
fully, " if you, dear Magde, will promise that when you 
meet me you will favor me with a look of kindness, I 
assure you by my honor, that nothing more shall be heard 
about this unpleasant affair ; and as a proof that we shall 
hereafter be friends, I demand the slight favor of a kiss." 

** That cannot be," replied Magde, with the coolness of ' 
despair, "I love Carl as my brother, and will give anything 
to preserve him from tlisgrace, except that which da;5S not 
belong to me.'-^ 

" What do you mean, my little piece of stubboruess, do 
not your lips belong to yourself?" 

**Prom the moment that I entered my bridal chamber, 
I considered myself as belonging to my husband alone, 

and Mr. H , you can be assured that you are not 

the person who can cause me to forget my husband's 
rights." 

** Look you," shouted a harsh voice from the door, " be- 
fore Magde should kiss your wrinkled old. lips, I would 
run into the prison of my own accord ;" and first CarFs 
head, and then his uncouth forni appeared, as he entered 
the room. His face was convulsed with passion, and his 
eyes glanced irefully upon the surprised Fabian. 

"Simpleton! you trespass upon my good nature*!" 
exclaimed Mr. Fabian, foaming with rage. 

^^Doll" replied Carl, "perhaps I ehall trespass upon 
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something else. Do you know, sir, what I shall say when 
the justice questions me ?" 

" What would you say, good Carl ?" inquired Magde, 
* encouragingly. ^ 

" I would say, for I know exactly how it will come to 
pass, I would humbly say to thfc justice, that I did take 
the hares and partridges from the proprietor of Almvik." 

" Yes," interrupted Mr, Fabian, •* you will be obliged to 
show your hand." 

" * Now,' the judge will reply,*' continued Oarl, without 
noticing the interruption, " * My lad, why did you do so ?' 
Then I will answer, because it is not fbrbidden in my 
catechism ; if the game had been an oz or an ass, I would 
not have taken it. Then I woiilcl say to the justice, at the 
same time looking at him in this way '' — ^and Oarl made 
such a ridiculous grimace that Magde nearly laughed out- 
right — " that there was no danger that Mr. Fabian H — »— 
would frighten such fierce animals as the ox and the ass, 
for it is his custom to charm the hares and partridges by 
the sweet sound of his snores, for your Honor must know 
that this huntsman pursues his game while comfortably 
snoring in the grass." 

" What do you say, clown P* 

" And then I can call as a witness the very man whom 
you intend to use against me, and finally I think that the 
justice will smile a tittle when I tell him that Mr, Fabian 
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was williDg to forget all harsh measures for a kiss 

ftom Magde." 

" Ha ! ha I ha I" exclaimed Mr. Eabiaof with a forced 
laogh, with which he attempted to conceal his uneasiness, 
"you are a waggish rogue! Your last words have 
afforded me so much amusement that I have not the heart 
to injure you for such a trifle. But listen, you little sim- 
pleton ; you must not suppose that the jitetice would allow 
you to say all that No, he would have sent you away 
long before you could have had time to utter a word 
about it." 

Carl made no further reply than by applying his thumb 
to his nasal organ ; and gyrating his fingers in a manner 
so significant tiiat we will not endeavor to interpret his 
meaning. Having executed this inanoeuver, he hastily left 
Hie rooga, but remained at such a distance that he could 
keep a watchful eye through the open door upon the un- 
welcome guest. 

Mr. Fabian, who did not wish to appear vanquished, was 
at a loss how to change the conversation to such a theme 
as would afford him a suitable opportunity to take his 
leave in a dignified manner. But good Magde, who had * 
now entirely recovered her usual equanimity, soon assisted 
him — by means of that instinct which sometimes puts 
superior knowledge to the blush — out of his dilemma by 
saying : 
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" I am grateful to you, Mr. H , for having forgiven 

Carl because his words amused you ; but what a simi^etoii 
the boy is I" 

'^ It was because he was a simpleton that I forgave him ; 
but now as my visit is at an eady I will release you from 
your unwelcome guest. As for the game, Carl can keep 
it It would at all events create sxn^icion if it was sent to 
Almvik." - , 

" And you, Mr. H , you will not be angry with us ?** 

« I, Qtod forbid. When I forgive I forget everything.^ 
Magde arose and courtesied as her visitor took his de^ 
parture. She accompanied him a short distance Irom the 
house, and waited till he unfastened the horse's halter. 

Aiter mounting his animal, he drove his horse near the 
spot where Magd^ was standing, and as he passed her he 
bowed deeply, but his face wore an expression tiiat caused 
her entire form to tremble with an undefined ^ar. 
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CHAPTER X. 



The Tbuant. 



FouETEEN d^ys elapaed. Gottlieb had fully learned the 

road from Almvik to the cottage in the valley. It had 

never entered the mind of any one of the inmates of the 

cottage to consider him a dangerous guest. Magde, who 

possessed ^ quick eye, soon discovered that Nanna was the 

cause of his visits ; but she also perceived that Gottlieb 

was no dissembler. Magde did not look further than this, 

for she did not suppose Nanna would ever love one who 

did not return her affection. Unrequited love she did not 

believe in, and she thought that Nanna was of her opinion 

in this respect. 
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And in truth thus it appeared, for neither Nanna nor 
Gottlieb experienced the Blightest degree of restraint when 
in each other's society. The change that had taken place 
in Nanna's appearance was marvellous; the blossoms of 
buoyant and happy girlhood had usurped the place for- 
merly occupied by lilies on her cheeks, and our young hero 
had more than once laughingly said : 

*' It is fortunate, Miss Nanna, that we made our agree- 
ment when we first met, for if we imd not I do not know 
what would have happened. You become lovelier every 
day, Nanna." 

Yet in spite of these words Gottlieb would blush witii 
displeasure when their meetings at the spring were dis- 
turbed by a third person. 

The youthful teacher imd pupil continued their meetings 
at the little fountain,' and Gottlieb at this spot gave Nanna 
her first instructions upon the guitar. To his great plea- 
sure she learned quickly, and soon she was able to sing her 
beautiful songs to her own accompaniment on his favorite 
instrument. 

'Words are inadequate to describe GotUieb's pride and 
elation when this was accomplished, and he was none the 
less rejoiced when he discovered how readily Nanna com* 
prehended him when, he read to her the writings g( his 
favorite bards. 

On her part Nanna replied to her kind teacher, by con- 
fi(Ung to him all of her little plans, lunong th^ first of 
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wliich she mentioBed the -schoolroom, the cat and the smg- 
isg bird which he was to have, and Gottlieb gave her his 
advice coQceming the arrangement of the benches in the 
sohpol-room ; the position which tho blackboard should 
occupy, and what little presents she should make her 
pupils as rewards of merit He concluded by promising 
to send her eymry year a letter of advice ; possibly he 
might come himself, occasionally, who kn^w ? 

" X am sure of that," said Nanna, one afternoon in reply 
to Gottlieb, as he thus expressed himself, " for when 
you are married you will be obliged to visit Almvik 
to show your rich wife to your uncle and aunt." 

" Perhaps," replied Gottlieb, with a laugh, " that journey 
will not be necessary, for if my aunt could only have her own 
way, she would certainly find me a wife in this neighbor- 
hood." 

5* Who<5Quld you. possibly many in this neighborhood ?" 
inquired Nanna curiously. 

* Ah 1 Mademoiselle Nanna,^" replied Gottlieb, *^ I 
easily perceive that you are not in the least danger, for 
you can hear that your friend Gottlieb is to be married 
and betray not the slightest emotion." 

" Why should I be moved^ Mr, Gottlieb ? It vrill have 
to occur sometime," said Nanna innocently. 

" And yet ^" 

"What yet!" 

** Ton are a good girL" 
5* 
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'< Ah, but don^ you remember the agreement f '' 

** Yes, and I on!y intended to remark that it would not 
be difficult for you to adhere to it" 

« Does that displease you, sirf ' inquired Nanna in a 
tone of displeasure which was tiie more pertinent as it was 
foreign to her usual manner. 

<< Certainly not, Hiss Nanna, on the contrary I am 
delighted that you should follow my advice so faithfully 
—either of the young ladies at the parsonage are suit- 
able." 

" Did you refer to one of those?" inquired Nanna, her 
countenance assuming a deathly paleness, ** they are so 
beautiful." 

"Yes, perfectly angelic— esjpeoially Miss — ^Miss—^what 
is her nam^ ?" 

" You probably allude to Miss Charlotte." 

" Bight, Miss Charlotte, whose hair is so black and 
beautiful." 

" 0, no, that is Sophia I" e](claimed Nanna. 

" Well then. Miss Sophia, I prefer herJ* 

" But why is it that you changed their names ^" inquired 
Nanna. 

" Why, you heard that I did not confound hfft black 
hur with her sistw% brown ringlets." 

" How strange ! Charlotte's hair is quite light !" 

"Of what earthly difierence is it," replied Gottliebi 
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"whether Charlotte's hair is brown or white, I think only 
of the roguish and pretty Miss Sophia." 

" I think you are jesting with me, sir," said Nano a 1 augh- 
kig so heartily that the roses instantly returned to her 
dieeks. 

" I jest with you 1" 

" Of course. Miss Sophia is so serious and thoughLful 
that no person would call her roguish*" 

" Were you not as quiet as an old prayer-book the iirit 
time I saw you ?" replied Gottleib. 

" And even if it was so — " 

" Just look into the water, my little miss, and tell me 
whether you look as you used to." 

** ThStt you would^ay, Mr. Gottlieb, that by some magic 
spell you hiave driven away Miss Sophia's gloominess ?" 

" Yes, I can can say Miss Sophia's also." 

" Also ? — that is a bold speech 1" 

« Are you angry ?" 

« Oh, Gottlieb I" 

" Ah, Miss Naflna. Are you weeping T' 

"Mr. Gottlieb may be mischeivious' and tantaJizmg 
enough to compel me to do so ; but this time he ba^ not 
succeeded." 

" Well, as 1 cannot force you to weep, I must confess 
the truth, and that is — " 

"That you have seen neither of them," interrupted 
Nanna. 
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<< Not that^ there you are mistokea, for I ealled at the 
parsonage one evenuig with my aunt, and I was so muoh 
pleased with the young ladies, that now I am here with 
youi while they are at Almvik, where they arrived this 
morning. What do you think o( tbBi ?" 



What Nanna thought Grottiieb did not learn ; but he 
soon was made acquainted with his aunt Ulrica's opimon 
concerning his absence, Gottlieb arrived at the latticed 
gate of the court-yard at Almvik, just in time to salute 
the young ladies from the parsonage as they df0|p forth 
from the yard on tiieir return home. They appeared 
somewhat displeased, uid returned Gottlieb's bow with a 
stiff tokd cold salute. 

Mr. Fabian observed with pleasure, the cloud wtiLck 
shadowed the brow of his beloved Ulrica, foretdling the 
storm that was to burst forth ; but not on himself. 

*' Nephew Gottlieb,'' said Aunt Ulrica drawing the 
young mui aside, <'you have to^ay for the first time 
afforded me an unpleasant surpris^." 

<< In what manner, dear aunt," replied Gottlieb. 

^ Is it your custom when in your father's house to re- 
main away all day when young ladies are visiting your 
parents?" 
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'^Notliixig ^ooklhaye been thought about it if such 
had been the caae. My mother is not overfond of such 
atiict principles of etiquette." 

** That is to be regretted, for boys who have not been 
carefully gruided, rarely become gallant and well behaved 
young men; but we will say no more oa that subject". 

" In tbat I concur," 

** We will (lierefore coidna ourselves to that subject to 
which an innate knowledge guides us*" 

'* That leads us back upon the same road." 

" On the contrary, my ybung friend, if you will permit 
me to follow my own course I will place you on the road 
to heaven." 

^^ Are you sare, my dear Aunt, that you have discov- 
ered tto right road ?" 

'^ Certainly, only think, a ton and a half of gold ; beauty, 
amiability, and a knowledge of cookery which excels that 
of Miss Nylander* herself!" 

•^' But love, my dear aunt, is that not to be found in 
heayeni" 

'< 0, yes, and it might have already made rapid progress 
if you had assisted me in my first step towards the comple- 
tion of my designs, by remaining at home instead of run- 
ning away." 

<< Which proves that nothing existed brfore in which 
love could take root." 

^ The author of a osUbrsted Swedish eook book* 
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" Nonsense 1" exolaimed Mrs. TJlrioay " if you wish to 
succeed your father you ought to improve your aituation 
by some good marriage. Miss Charlotte is a lovely blonde, 
and Miss Sophia, a beautiful brunette, a perfect Spanish 
donna." . 

-* Yes, she has a remarkable resemblance to a donna ; 
but unfortunately I do not prefer Spanish ladies..'' 

'' Well, then Charlotte possesses an affectionate dispo- 
sition. Yoil cannot but admire her fine sen»tiva niitare, 
which should kindle a love equalling Werther's love of 
Lotta." 

" That is precisely what I fear. How would I look 
imitating Werther ?" 

" I do not wish you to follow his example. Charlotte 
is a girl for whose sake a man might act foolishly, and 
still be pardoned-r — ^then you prefer Charlotte?*' 

"No, above all things, in the world I detest prefer- 
ences." 

" That is to say, you will cheerfully take the one of the 
two sisters you most admire after you have had an Oppor- 
tunity of visiting them a few weeks, ^d judging of their 
good qualities for yourself." 

** Nothing of the kind, dear Aunt," 

" Then, what do you mean ?'• 

'* That I have a great desire to look out for myself in 
this matter ; and that taking all things into consideration, 
I am much too youtig to \k\jxk of marriage." 
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•' Then you despise your aunt's assistance ?" 

'* God forbid that sueh a sentiment should ever enter 
my heart. I honor and love God. I am grateful to Him 
that He has given me a heart, and I pray Him not to 
send me a bride which that hectrt cannot love," 

** Your words sound well ; but I shall not have my lit- 
tle plot marred by. them. Will you or will you not, ac- 
company me to the parsonage, and conduct yourself as 
you should before the young ladies ?" 

"I will behave politely towards any young lady; but, 
aunt, if you have any other meaning concealed beneath 
those words than ^I will say no !" 

** You wish to quarrel with me, then. Do you understand 
what that means, my dear nephew 1" 

" I dare not think of such a misfortune." 

" Yet that misfortune will certainly come. God knows 
I would do much for you ; but consider upon your words 

while you have yet time ^you need not trouble yourself to 

be present at the fishing excursion this evening." 

** Why so, aunt, am I outlawed ?" 

Mrs. Ulrica Eugenia assumed an air of haughtiness. 

^ Then I have fallen into disgrace," continued Gottlieb. 

"I will not deny," replied Mistress Ulrica, coldy, 
" that you are on the road to disgrace ; but I hope this 
wholesome lesson will cause you to think better of my ex- 
ertions in your behalf." 

" Of that I have my doubts," thought Gottlieb as his 
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aunt majestically loft the room ; " and yet perhaps it is 
foolish oa my part not to take her advice. — Oh, why is 
not my little nymph of the fountain the possessor of a ton 

and a half of gold 1 The little creature ^hmr 

She is really too beautiful P' 
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CHAPTER XI. 

ThS FI8 HXftM an. 

The UBuallj turbulent lake Wenner, presented, on the 
evening of which we are about to write, an unruffled and 
mirror4ike appearance. In its dear bosom was reflected 
tixe lofty cHfis of mount Kinnekulle, and sloop after sloop 
passed over this gigantic image until a puffing steamboat 
dashed over it and the picture was lost in the foamii^g 
spray in her wake. 

Almvik.was situated cm a truly romantic spot near the 

margin of the lake, of which a magnificent view could be 

cd>tianed from the mansion. The surface of tiie lake ih\B 

everaig presented a pleasing spectacle. Fishes were leap- 
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ing out of the water near little boats which were swinging 
at anchor, or were being palled by sturdy fishermen who 
were going forth to ensnare the subjects of the water 
Queen ; but the proud Queen, who, from her crystal palace 
beheld the danger, commanded her subjects to retreat, and 
quickly the sportive fishes hastened to the depths of the 
water that afforded them a barrier through which their 
enemies could not break. 

In consequence of these mancBuvers on the part of the 
water Queen, our friend Mr. Fabian, who frequently en- 
deavored to capture her subjects, was invariably unsuc- 
cessful. Undoubtedly this must have been a source of 
much misery to the poor man, for he was situated between 
two iron wills, namely that of his wife and that of the 
water Queen ; the latter would not pfty tribute, while the 
former demanded with all the firmnees of an absolute 
monarch, that the tiibute should be forced from the water 
Queen at all hazards. 

After the above explanation our readers can well imag- 
ine Mr. Fabian's feelings when after having congratulated 
himself that his ^fe's anger with her nephew would occu- 
py her mind foi^ the eiitire evening, he received a sum- 
mons from her that the boat and fishing tackle were ready 
for use. , * ' 

Fishing was one of Mistress Ulrica's fevotite pastimes, 
and although she did ndt generally participate in it, yet 
when she observed her husband^s unskillfolness; she wouM 
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indigiaantlj oast aside her parasol, and grasp the fishing 
rod. However it may be, whether the water queen be- 
low wished to coppliment the earthly queen above, — we 
know that ladies are prone to be polite to each other — » 
or that some truant fish remained behind to becbme an 
easy prey to the enemy, suffice it to say that liGstress 
Ulrica was generally fortunate ; but she did not -^ as she 
might have done ' — make use of her advantage, as she 
iierself would say, "to cause her husband to blush with 
shame." 

When the dutifhl busbaiid arrived at the tending, he 
found his tender wife, standing near the boat, clasping her 
child's hand in her own, and our friend was obliged to see 
that hie jewels werfe safely seated in the boat After he 
had rowed the skiff out as far as Ulrica thought was pro- 
per, he with many misgivings threw out his line. 

« How strahge it is my dear Fabian, that every time you 
fish you sit still there on your seat like a perfect auto* 
maton I" 

With this preamble. Mistress Ulrica opened the flood- 
gates of her ill-humor, to which on occasions like tiie pre- 
sent especially she gave perfect freedom. 

« An automaton, my dear I'* 

^* A post, a perfect post. Ton do not even turn your 
bead; just as though the company of your wife and child 
was the most wearisome thing of your life;'\ ^ 
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But deiorefit TJlnque Eugeme, I must keep watch for a 
bite. If I turn around > " 

'^ You would not lose the sense of feeing if you should ; 
but you hope, I suppose^ that peraoos on the shore will 
think you master of the boat Simpleton ! "What folly 
to think that I" 

" Dear Ulrique Eugeme, shall I ask if you have spared 
my nephe:y7 your iU-humor that you may vent it on me. 
It is my opinion ^** 

" What is your opinion, sir ?" 

*' nothing further than that I am sufficiently burdened 
with your natural bad-temper already, without having it 
increased by the aid of another J' 

'^Burdened! — ill-humor — b,ad temper I-^is. the man 
mad ? Do you thus i^peak to me, your wedded wife, who 
bears your stupd indifference ; your want of tenderness 
and love witii angelic forbearance 1 Q, this i^ too much I 
It is shamefid ! It is undea^Ved !" 

" Now, now, Ulgenie, do not be so hasty. You know 
how, patient I am." • 

<' And what am I, then> to be ma;rried to such a musty 
husband ? Your wife is courted before your very eyes ; 
you see nothing ! you hear nothing !— I could be unfaithful 
to you, and even then you would close your eyes. 0, fate 1 
O bitter life ! such a husband can drive a wife to desper- 
ation, and from thenqe it is but one step to madness*'' 

'< Who is agun playing the gallant to you ?" 
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And in this " again," reposed an expression which dis- 
played that such scenes were not new to him. Mistress 
Ulrica, like ol^er women, possessed her weak points, one 
of which was that if a gentleman happened to converse 
with her pleasantly, she immediately imagined that he was 
desperately in love with her. But to her great sorrow, 
Mrs: Ulrica, although she possessed entire control over her 
husband^ actions, never could make an Othello of him* 
Had Mr. Fabian but known her desire in this respect, he 
oould have deprived his wife of her sceptre, and taken up 
tiie reins of matrimonial government himself 

A tyrannical husband would have been able to bend 
Mrs. Ulrica like a reed, and to have trodden her under 
his feet which she would willingly have kissed ; but now 
Mr« Fabian kissed her feet, and therefore she crushed him 
to ^ dust, and although she did not merit the reproach 
that Besdemona received, it was, nevertheless, no fault of 
his. But of what'use wotild it have been even should 
she have merited it? Othello was a fanciful creation 
which her husbatid of all men would have been least wil- 
ling to personate. 

** My Fabian," she would say to herself, " my Fabian 
can never prove unfaithful tb ine. He is too much of an 
idler, and thinks only of his sofa, pipe and tobacco,*' 

But we will resume the thread of the worthy couple's 
conversation. 
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"Who 18 again making love to you/?" inquired Mr. 
Eabian again. 

Mrs. TJlrica uplifted her reproachful eyes to Heaven. 
" He asks who 1 he has not even observed it !" 

" No^ my dear wife, I have not." 

" And yet he has this entire day-^," she turned her 
face aside, feigning to conceal a blush, 

" To-day I Why we have had no gentlemen guests to- 
day, except the p^tor's assistant who came with the 
youngladies, and took his departure before they did." 

"No gentlemen guests! As if he^ the accomplished 
scholar, and entertaining gentleman, was nobody I and it 
was nothing thatr — : — -" 

"Well, what further?" 

" That he, carried away by those charms, that you 
have 80 long observed with indifference, should become 
deeply smitten with me." 

" What I Do you think he ©ntertdns a secret affection 
for you 1" , 

" Affection, I will not say affectioo ; but passion, which 
word your dull brain cannot comprehend,. you virtuous 
and modest Joseph !" the lady laughed at her own joke, 
and then continued, " I am not certain wheth<9r I had bet- 
ter tell the young man that I have discovered his hope ; 
but I shall be forced to forbid his visiting me, which will 
be the same as telling the whole world how this delicate 
affair stands." 
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" Will you permit me to give you a little advice ?" said 
Mr* Fabian. 

" Why not, Fabian, you are my husband, and as such 
you have the right to do so." 

" Then I would say, drop tjie suljoct where it stands." 

" Are you not fearful I Do you not shudder at the pos- 
sibility of an unpleasant event?" 

** O, my dearest Tllgenie, can I for a moment doubt your 
strength of soul, your virtue ?" 

" It is true I am thus strongly armed, and I thank you, 
my dear Fabian, for confiding in my faithfulness." — ^As 
was usi^al a fi^w cheering sun-beams followed the cooling 
shower.—" Forgive me, my dear husband, for harrowing 
your feelings ; but there are times when even the longest 
minded are weak." 

" You are an exception, my love." 

These confident words bad nearly renewed die vexation 
within Mistress "Ulrica's bosom ; but .suddenly she was 
struck with an idea that caused her to assume a still more 
affectionate expression of counteaance. 

"We will trouble ourselves no more concerning that 
deeply to be pitied young man. I have spmething else 
which I \yish to confide to you." 

" Another lovw ?" inquired Mr.^ Fabian, widening his 
eyes. 

" I refer to a youth, for whose welfare I am deeply con- 
cerned." 
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** EzplaiD yourself, my dear." 

<^ Fabian, you must not hate him, for the young man 
does not understand himself, this I will answer for with my 
life, 9Xkd perhaps he only indulges a platonic affection for 
one who realizes the romantic ideas which his youthful 
imagmation had formerly brought forth." 

" You do not mean Gottlieb, do you ?" inquired Pabian, 
unsuccessfully endeavoring to conceal a latigh. 

"Fabian, why do you speak so sardonically ? If in ftpite 
of your watchfulness, he has, unobserved by you, paid a 
tribute to your wife's beauty, you must remember that he 
did fiot know he was sinniBg. It^was merely an accident 
that made me acquainted with the secret of his heart" 

" Will you permit me to inquire what that accident 
was ?" 

" With pleasure. I had — ^I tell you this ill confidence — 
I had ofaosen one of the pastor's daughters as his wife ; I 
invited her to Almvik today, but he avoided her presence. 
He retired to that solitude which he seeks every evening 
either before or after we go out on our drive. A certain 
instinctive sentiment causes him to leave the house when 
you are absent, and more than all, when I reproached him 
for his faults, and pcnnted to the advantageous match I 
had in view for him, he had the boldness to say that he 
would retain to himself the right of disposing of his own 
heart" 
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<' And do you believe, tnj dear, that you are the first 
cause of this trouble ?" 

'< I bare felt grieved at the thought that it might be so, 
nothing further." 

" Well, well, dear TJlgeuie, I will release you from this 
burden on your conscience," 

Mr. Fabian, who always found it a difficult matter to 
converse iQng upon a s^ous matter^ Bf>ok9 the above 
words in a tone of voiee especially lively, for his heart was 
rejoiced at the thought that now he had an opportunity of 
ridding himself of an unwelcome guest, without giving 
cause for any one to believe that it was his own desire to 
do so. 

"What are you babbling about?" inquired Mistress 
TJlriea, sh^ply, " what do you know about my nephew's 
affairs?" 

" Nothing further than that he has had a little love affair 
of his own, which occupies his .attention during those sol- 
itary walks you referred to a moment ago." 

"He I Gottlieb! Has he dared to fall in love 1" 

" Certainly." 

" Impossible J" 

" But I assure you that it is true, and if you will ask 

him why he so frequently visits the valley, he certainly will 

not deny that he goes there for the purpose of meeting 

handsome Nanna, the daughter of old Mr. Lonner. He 

reads poetry to her, and under the pretence of teaching 
6 
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her the gtutar^ he finds an opportunity of pressing her 
pretty little white hands.'' 

<< If that is true. If he, while he remains under my 
roof^ enters into such a miserable intrigue, I will — for I 
consider it my duty aa occupying the place of his mother — 
I will to-morrow morning mar h^ plans. But how did 
you learn Hhis ?^ 

This was a question which Mr. Fabian could not truth- 
fully answer, for if he should do so, he would have been 
obliged to state that he, after his disagreeable parting with 
Magde, had taken a roundabout path towards Almvik, 
which conducted him so near the valley that he discovered 
two persons sitting beneath the tree near the fountain, and 
that fVom that day forward he had closely watched Got- 
tlieb's movements, so that he might be enabled to hold a 
weapon over the one who might perhaps be a spy upon 
his own actions. 

It was therefore an accident which opened Mr. Fabian's 
eye^ to Gottlieb's crime ; but he had not wished to play the 
part of an accuser, O, no, for such love affairs were com- 
mon to all young men, at least he thus assured his wife. 

" Make no excuse for him, sir," interrupted Mistress 
Ulrica sharply, *<this indeed is excellent, &nd will become 
still richer if .not prevented in time. The reproaches of a 
mother on the one hand, and the curses of a father on the 
other ; a seduced girl, perhaps something worse ; a crim- 
inal investigation, tfnd a scandal in which our house, and 
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^ possibly ourselves, will figure largely; all this we must 
expect. As true as my name is Ulrique Ugenie, this mat- 
ter shall have an end, and a speedy end, too." 

" But how will you accomplish that ?'* inquired Fabian. 

"That! shall atttend to myself. Gottlieb has said 

> that he should like to travel over the mountains into 

Norway. Now then he can go to Amal, and from thence 

he may commence hia journey. He shall have money, but 

must qhej me." 



The following morning, after Mistress Ulrica had con- 
vinced hOTself by her own eyes of the truth of her hus- 
band's report, for she followed Gottlieb to the meadow 
that morning instead of taking her usual ride, Gottlieb was 
summoned to her apartment, and underwent au examination 
that nearly exhausted his entire stock of patience. The 
interview resulted in his determination to accept his aunt's 
proposal, that he should take a journey into Norway. He 
did not inform N'anna, however, of the cause of his sud- 
den departure, for he feared that it would grieve her. 

Their last interview was cheered by bright anticipatious 
of the day when Gottlieb should return and observe the 
improvement which Nanna should make, both in her per- 
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formance on the guitar, aod in her education ; for when 
his aunt had made a contract of peace with him, Gottlieb 
had insisted tiiat Nanna should have the guitar^ to which 
clause the old lady consented. 

The young couple parted in the hope of a joyful meefc^ 
ing, and Gotdieb's farewell kiss did not assist Nanna to 
forget him. 

The next d^y after Gottlieb had taken his departure, Jon 
Jonson's sloop arrived in the bay opposite the little cottage 
in the valley. 
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G R I £F. 



NEAai.T two months had elapsed since those remarkable 
days on which Nanna had received her first kiss, and 
Magde had heard from her husband by the arrival of Jon 
Jonson's sloop. 

Great had been her joy when Ragnar's gifts arrived 

in safety. — She then thought that everything had come to 

a good conclasion. But greatly was she deceived ! There 

was a man to whom Magde had invariably conducted 

herself with cool indifference, and who, after having been 

defeated by her in the manner which we have before de- 

[125] 
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scribed bestowed upon her a parting glance which had 
caused her to shudder as if she had trodden upon a ser- 
pent And he was indeed a serpent in human guise, for 
soon she felt the delayed sting of the venomous reptile. 

Until Eagnar had received his appointment as mate, old 
Mr Lonner had invariably purchased his supplies of the 
merchants at 6oteborg; but as Bagnar thought that 
foreign goods could be obtained much cheaper by procur- 
ing them himself, and sending them home without ^ying 
the duty, he soon persuaded the Old man to adopt his 
opinion on the subject. 

Until now no unpleasant consequence had resulted 
from Bagnar's occasionally smuggling a few articles for 
the use of the family ; but the old adage says " a pitcher 
which goes oft to the fountain is soon broken,'' and in Bag- 
nar's case this proverb was verified. 

Yet, for this accident, the custom house officers were 
not so much to blame, for not one in that service would 
have thought for a moment of Bear<$hing the cottage, in 
the valley, unless positive information was received, nay 
more, unless, that information was accompanied with 
threats of exposure, for dereliction of duty. Unfortunate- 
ly, the custom house stamp was wanting upon the hand- 
kerchiefs, shawls, and other goods sent by Bagnar, and 
the family not only were deprived of them, but were me- 
naced with fines and penalties, which to pay, was entirely 
out of their power. To add to their misfortune their 
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protector, Bi^ar, who woqM have soon put an end to 
tiieir troablesy had started a few days before the catas* 
trophe, apon a yoyage«to Br^I. 

Magde and Nanoa wept only when they were alone, or 
at least when they were with each other. They concealed 
tlteir tears from the old man, his life should not be further 
embitt^^ ; it was bittar enough already. The little for- 
tune on which they had hoped to subsist for many months 
was entirely swept away. Old Mr. Lonner, however, ob- 
served the secret grief of his daughters, and said to him* 
self: 

"Poor children, you do not know what is yet to 
come." 

The smuggled goods were marked with old Mv. Lon- 
ner*s name only, and he well knew that a heavy penalty 
was yet to follow. 

" We have eiyoyed so much h^pinees, and peace, since 
Bagnar and Magde. were married,'' said he encouragingly 
to his daughter, ^^ that we should bravely endure a little 
misfortune. It is not allotted to man that he should en- 
joy a constant season of prosperity." 

But Nanna and Magde smiled sorrowfully as he thus 
spoke. The inmates of the cottage now exerted them- 
selves to the utmost to better their sad condition. Our 
friend Carl exerted himself beyood all the others. He 
who had neglected the affairs of his own relations for 
those of hia neighbors, now scarcely had leisure to step 



y Google 



128 THE HOM£ IK THZVALLET. 

beyond the bouDdary line of his father's estate He was 
everyttftbg, and did everything so -willingly and skilfully, 
that it was not ne^^ary for the family to hire any servant 
to assist them as they had formerly done, and although 
latterly he had been somewhat feeble in.health, he cared 
not for himself, but worked manfully in wet as wdl as dry 
weather* His trSubles and toil were all forgotten, when 
Magde would reward him for his efforts with a friendly 
nod of her head. 

And when she would eay, " You will work yourself to 
death, my Carl," he would laugh pleasantly, and immedi* 
ately renew his efforts ten fold. He now determined that 
after his duties at home were performed, to go among the 
neighbors ; not to be a nurse for tlieir children, as before, 
but to work for wages, and after this when he returned 
and placed the money on Magde's weaving loom, a bright 
object might have been discovered glistening upon the 
crumpled banknote. It was a tear of joy which Carl had 
shed. 

Magde after the first occurrence of this incident^ dared 
to praise Carl no further. She already perceived the con^ 
sequence of so doing, but after the lilacs and lilies had fa- 
ded, the tulips, roses and lavender bushes, bloomed, and 
however weary Magde might find herself after a day of 
toll, she would each evening, place elegant boquets in 
CarPs flower vases. 

At length, and too soon, the decision in regard to the 
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smuggled goods arrived, and as Mr. Lonner was uofable 
to pay the penalty imposed npoa bim, he was doomed to 
imprisonment. In this thenr day of trouble, Mr. Lonner 
alone retained his courage. 

He well knew in troth to whom they were indebted for 
their distress, bat he fbared nothing. He trusted in the 
belief that Magde wonld do all that was in her power to 
raise the sum of money necessary to pay the fine* It was 
unfortunate, however, that Magde, without the old man's 
knowledge, had expended their small stock of money to 
pay a few debts that they had contracted the previous 
spTing. 

We will not attempt to depict the misery of the moment 
wheu old Mr. Lonner stepped into the boat which .was to 
conduct him to the prison at Harad which was located on 
the opposite side of the lake, and where he was to be con- 
fined for the time being. Both of his daughters wished, 
to accompany him to the opposite shore ; but he forbade 
them so seriously that they dared not press their desires 
further. 

It was touching to observe these sorrow stricken 
females, amidst their terror search high and low in the 
cottage for various articles of comfort for their beloved 
father. At length, with a slight degree of sorrowful im- 
patience* old Mr. Lonner ordered the boatmen to push 
off from the shore, and then it was piteous in the extreme 
to behold both Magde and Nanna, as they clung to the 
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gunwale, to whisper their tearful adieu's, and to promise 
that they would pay him a visit in lus prison in a few 
days. 

Finally the bitter moment was over ; the boat rapidly 
proceeded from the land; but so long as they oould dis- 
cern the old man's white looks fluttering in the breeze and 
even until the boat appeared a speck in the distance, Nan- 
na and Magde remained on the shore gazing out upon the 
water. 

In the meantime Carl without the knowledge of the 
family had proceeded to the opposite shore of the lake, 
and when the boat which contained his father touched the 
shore, Carl greeted him tenderly and presented hiip with 
a ten dollar bank note. This was a treasure indeed, and 
Carl had obtained it by selling the only article of value which 
he possessed. It was a silver watch, which his mother 
had given him before she died. 

On his return home that evening he remarked :*^<'Fath- 
er need not fear. He can live in his prison rolling in 
riches ; a gentleman met him on the other shore and 
loaned him ten dolhirs.'' 

How Magde and Nanna blessed the kind hearted gen- 
tleman ; but their joy was but momentary. What should 
they do now ? How should they provide for themselves 
in this unexpected trouble. Their poor neighbors like 
themselves, were moneyless, and their wealthy neighbors 
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woiild iindoubtedly requiife some secarity before they 
would loan them money. 

Nanna often looked towards the spot in the meadow, 
BO fnll of pleasant memories. If her kind friend would on- 
ly returD. He certainly, would be able to advise them 
how to act in their present strait. 

Three days elapsed after the old man's departure, and 
many were the plans formed by Magde, but the only ap- 
parently feasible one, was that which she would most un- 
willingly undertake to carry into effect. She was perfect- 
ly convinced that ilie proprietor of Almvik would willing- 
ly assist her ; but he would do it too willingly, for after- 
wards he would cause her to feel that she was in his debt. 

" Bat," thought she in a maze of doubt and fear, " what 
shall I do ? Is it better to remain as we are and allow the 
poor old man to languish ip prison, or to go to Almvik, 
and thus receive the only boon our father wishes, liberty T' 
But what would Bagnar advise me to do. He loves his 
father as he does the apple of his eye ; but bis wife he 

loves as he does his own heart And then if he should 

imagine that Mr. Fabian H — Oh I my God I what 

trouble would then arise ! ■' but again I shall not be 

able to assist the old man no, no, that will not do, I 

can hold out no longer." 

Magde had no person with whom to consult, for what 
advice could poor Carl give ? Nanna was a mere child| 
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and Magde fdt that slie could^ot consult her apon such 
an intricate question. 

She had oonversed with the parson concerning her trou- 
ble, yet although he was not backward in giving her good 
advice, he nevertheless refused to assist her with his purse^ 
for he was as miserly as he was wealthy. 

The time had now arrived when Magde could no lon- 
ger postpone the promised visit to her father, and all the 
members of the family wished to go upon this little pil- 
grimage. Great w^e the preparations that were made 
to supply themselves with a sufficient quantity of provis- 
ions which they were to take to the old man. Magde 
baked pancakes, and Nanna made pies, and if a sniile did 
appear on Magde's lips it was when they spoke of the 
pleasant surprise they were preparing for their father 

At length the moment for their departure arriyed. 
Even little Christine and the favorite dog Carlo, were to 
form a portion of the company, that they might be able to 
see flieir old friend. The children leaped with joy. 

They thought only of the pleasant trip over the swelling 
billows of the lake. Magde finished lading the skifif; but 
her heart was overflowing with grief, for she had do glad 
tidings with which to gladden the heart of the old man. 

Nanna who during the busy activity of the morning had 
successfully endeavored to suppress her sorrow, ^as so 
much overcome as she was about stepping into the boat that 
she nearly fainted. She saw in her imagination the pale and 
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suffering couatoQanoe o$ her father ; who was however 
Btniling patiently as he stood ready to greet his children, 
that were to leave him. again in his dreary and lonely prison. 

The poor child in anticipation suffered all the pangs of 
a second farewell with her imprisoned parent. 

" It will not do for you to accompany us," said Magde 
in a firm and motherly tone, "you are ill, and therefore 
had better return." 

" I am afraid," replied Nanna trembling violently, " that 
I shall be obliged to do so. Give my love to him, and tell 

him " and now her long suppressed tears burst forth 

in torrents — " tell him if I do not come, it is not because 
I do not love him." ^ 

" Silence, silence my poor sister, I know myself what 1 

have to -say — Go and may God be with you here is 

the key Lock thb door Carl take the oars." 
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The Banishment — The Bx-Ukion. 



When Magde's boat passed the mansion at Almvik, 
two persons were walking on the verge of the shore near 
the lake. The one was Mistress TJlrioa, and her compan- 
ion was Gottlieb, who had returned a few days before, 
from his trip through Norway. 

As the boat shot round a rocky point of land, Gottlieb 
exclaimed, as he recognized its occupants, and bowed 
friendly to them : " Where are they all going I They look 
so sorrowful and dejected !" 

" Sorrowful I" repeated Mrs. Ulrica, " you may thank 

[1341 
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Ood that it is not necessary for you to participate in the 
sorrows of the lower classed." 

" If they are in trouble, I do not see why I should not 
sympathise with them." 

Aunt Ulrica shook her head with a dissatisfied expres- 
sion of countenance. 

" Yoii may certainly boast of your firmness of mind, and 
your knowledge of human nature ; I have shown you the 
danger of associating with such persons. I sent you 
away^ — ^I — " 

" I beg your pardon," interrupted Gottlieb, hastily, " I 
was not sent BLVfay. I took a journey which I had decided 
on myself, and returned as I diiiurgi^, with a heart ever 
ready to sympathise with the ailiicted*" j^ 

" Then go, and participate in tiie sorrows of jmr beg- 
gar friends. I suppose, from y o u r 1 1 b ti r^i I wor d h , tl i at you 
are well supplied with money." 

" What has happened UDHttfeiit ?" 

"The old man, in connectioij with his son, has been de- 
tected in stouggling foreign gootlSj and of course his 
property was confiscated. The old gentleman in whose 
name the business was transacted, was sent to prison be- 
cause he had no money to pay the penalty, and there he 
will remain until you go to his release." 

"And he shall not wait long," replied Gottlieb. "I 
have accomplished greater undertakings than that in my 
time." 
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" Ah, ha," sneered Mrs. Ulrica, "you speak boldly, boy. 
I am astonished." 

" If any one should be astonished, I am the person." 

"Indeed!" 

" I come to relatives who at first welcomed me cordially. 
My aflfections attached themselves to my kind friends, for 
it is a necessary quality for me to be grateful ; but sud- 
denly everything is changed, and I am treated like a school 
boy, whom you must curb, or else fear that he might com- 
mit some folly. To this description of guardianship I 
have not been accustomed, and as it is not my desire to 
submit to your control, I must beg you. Aunt Ulrica, not 
to attemflt^ goverajnc in this manner, for I assure you 
[jrts v\illi_isj^^ys be fruitless-" 
hoy I Tou forget, that I could be useful to 
oth your path by my wealth and in- 

" I <^o jiofiyrgBt it, and I sliould have been very happy 
to have been able to retain your good will; but at the 
price of my Itberty of thougiit and action, I do nottlesire 
your favor.'' 

" Then you will return to the valley, to Miss Nanna." 

"Undoubtedly. She requires my presence, and I long 
to see her." 

" Then you still love the young girl ?" inquired Mrs. 
Ulrica. 

" I do not know whetb€3^ I loved her when I departed 



y Google 




THE HOME IK THE VALLEY. 137 

from Almvik ; but this much I do know, that her image 
has been with me constantly during my absence ; and that 
I shall see her again to day.*' 

" To tell her of this folly ?" 

*' O, no, that would be unjust, as I can tell her nothing 
more." 

" Thank Heaven for that I Tou, yourself, see that it 
would be impossible to — " 

" What 1" inquired Gottlieb, as his aunt paused. 

" To marry her." 

^^ I do not at all consider it impossible ; but as it is un- 
certain whether I ought to wed Nanma when the time 
arrives lor me to marry, it is better for both of us that we 
should rest satisfied with friendship alone." 

"Listen to me, Gottlieb. Sometimes you speak so 
wisely that I am not certain but that it would repay me 
to make a proposal to you." 

" Well, I am all attention." 

"If I am not much mistaken, pity is the only sentiment 
that you feel for that girl, Nanna. If I was to take it 
upon myself to pay the old man's fine ; if I should further 
promise you to provide for Nanna's future maintenance — 
you know I would not break my word — will you bind 
yourself not to see her again ?" 

" No, I will never do that. She would be oppressed 
wil^ sorrow throughout her whole life, if I should be 
.capable of making such an unworthy promise." 
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" ObstiDate youth I you force me to perform my duty 
to your mother my sister, and command you to visit Alm- 
vik no longer. I wiU not burden my consdence by abet- 
ting you in your misconduct." 

'' I will remain a few days longer," replied Gottlieb 
without evincing the slightest emotion^ '< to rest myself 
after my journey, and then I sbaU be ready to obey your 
command." 

'< Bight," muttered Mrs. Ulrica hotily, as she hastily 
left the young man, <<you shall repent this." 

Without wasting time by thinking upon this -conversa- 
tion with his aunt, Oottlieb hastened on the road towards 
the little cottage. He had observed Nanna was not in the 
boat, and after proceeding, to. the spring, and fruit' 
lessly searching for her, be hurried to the cottage, his 
heart beating with such rapidity as he stood before the 
door, that he was astonished at his great emotion. 

" Illness could not have prevented her from going with 
them," thought he, ^< certainly not, or th^y would have 
remained with her." 

Thus thinking he knocked at the door; but he was 
obliged to repeat the .summons .several times before he 
heard the sound of slow footsteps approaching. 

" Who is there ?" inquired a soft voice frcMn within. 

" 'Tis I, Nannal" 

An exclamation of joyful surprise was the pnly reply. 
The bolt was quickly thrown back ; the door opened^ aad 
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Nanna appeared upon the threshold, pale and careworn. 
She was clothed in her only holiday dress, a blaqk merino 
frock which £tted closely aroand her neck, thereby dis- 
closing her graceful bust to its best advantage. 

Without speaking, but overwhelmed with her joyful 
emotions, she cast herself in Gottlieb's arms, and never 
was there a purer unbrace given or returned than on this 
occasion. With tender gentleness Gottlieb imprinted his 
second kiss upon her lips, and then said softly : — 

^< Poor Nanna, poor child^ you have at least one friend 
in your adversity.^' 

" Then Gottlieb is acquainted Witb^ — ^^ She blushingly 
withdrew herself from his embrace^ She had not thought 
Uiai her greeting had becD contrary to customary usage. 

** Yes, I know, your sorrow ; and you may rest assured 
th£^ I will give itoysdf no rest, during the few days that I 
remain here, until I see your father at liberty and safely 
in his own house again." 

" O, if that were but possible I" she clasped her hands 
and lifted her eyes, confidingly, to the face of her youthful 
friend. 

" It shall be possible, Nanna* You have ray word for 
it., If I had been here it would not have happened." 

"I thought so. An inner voice told me that if he 
would only come to us all x^ould be well again." 

" I am grateful for your eonfidence and shall always 
remember it with pleasure." 
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" Bemember it 1" exolaimed Nanna, " are you going to 
leave us again ?" 

Nanna again clasped her hands, and this action and the 
mournful expression of her count^xance spoke more than 
words could have expressed. ♦ ^ 

" Will you miss me, Nanna ?'* 

" Always." 

" And perhaps wish we had never met ?" inquired Gott- 
lieb earnestly. . 

" Ah, no," replied Nanna warmly, " the remembrance 
of you will perhaps work a happier future ibr me than I 
would have had without it" 

" But tell me,*' said Gottlieb changing the subject to 
one less dangerous, *' why did not your sister apply to the 
proprietor of Almvik." 

" O, she would never apply to him. Sh6 would rather 
allow things to take their own course." 

" Why so ?" 

"I know not whether I dare tell ypu; Papa and 
Magde, consider me a mere child, yet I can understand 

that Mr. H has sought her with wrong motives, and 

if I can believe my brother^ Carl- — " 

"What then ?" interrupted Gottlieb eagerly. 

" Then I can believe that all of our troubles have origi. 
nated in the fact that Magde refused to give that gentle- 
man a kiss when he requested it" 

" What, did he wish to purchase a kiss ?" 
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"Tefl, for CarPa pardon," and now Nanna related every 
cirGumstance coBnected with the theft of the game, in near- 
ly the^same words in which she had heard it from Garl. 

Aft&r a short seaaoB of reflection, during which he com- 
pared the different circumstances, Gottlieb arrived at the 
same conclosion that Garl had expressed to his sister ; and 
at the same time he also fancied that he had discovered a 
method for old Hr. Lonner's release, which could not fail 
of success. In the meantime he merely inquired whether 

Mr, Fahian H had visited the cottage since his dis- 

eomflture. 

" I havo several times observed him prowling about the 
premises," relied Nanna ; "he probably hoped to have an 
opportunity of seeing Magde alone, which however he has 
never had, for even should he offer his assistance, she 
would not have dared to accept it, for if she did, Bagnar 
would be very angry." 

When Gottlieb returned to Almvik, he learned that his 
worthy uncle, whom as he before knew had left the house 
early that morning, was not expected to return "until late 
in the evening. In consequence of this unfortunate cir- 
cumstance, Gottlieb saw nothing before him except a vex« 
atious delay in his intended operations ; but it soon enter- 
ed his mind that Mr. Fabian's absence might be connected 
in some degree with his wayward love. The day on which 
he had visited Magde, in order to take advantage of CarPs 
theft, he had also departed from Almvik in the morning, 
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for daring the evening hours his wife was invariably on the 
watch. 

The more Gottlieb considered this circumstance the more 
he was convinced that if his nncle had ^sowq the seed it 
was done for his own benefit, and undoubtedly the time 
was now at hand when he should reap the harvest 

« Ah !" thought Gottlieb, " if I should only be so fortu- 
nate as to obtain a pow^ over my uncle, my suspicions 
and conjectures would exert a powerful influence upon hia 
yielding disposition, especially, if I should place his wife in 
the back-ground. But to surprise him, with my own eyea 
in forbidden grounds, would be as good as to bave old 
Mr. Lonner safe back in his cottage again. 
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CHAPTEE ZIV. 

Thx t^&ISONBR* 

While the incidents last narrated were transpiring on 
the one side of the lake, Magde's boat had reached tho 
other, and the occupants of the boat were about landing, 
yes, Carl had even secured the boat to the stake, when 
one of the little ones in attempting to reach the landing, 
fell overboard with a loud cry. 

The young and always self-possessed mother, answered 
the boy's cry, not by crying out herself, but by springing 
into the water after him, and when Carl turned to learn 
the cause of the confusion, she had already reached her 

[143] 
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little boy, and was holding him up at arm's length out of 
the viater. It was all done in a moment, without the least 
unnecessary confusion. 

" Carl," said she quietly, " take the boy." 

But Carl had lost his seirpossession entirely. After 
he had literally thrown the boy on the landing, be inquired 
with a trembling voice :— 

" Could you not wait for me ? The boy would not have 
sunk immediately." 

"You must not scold me, Carl, I am only a Httle wet.*' 

She then quietly drew herself to the shore. 

" How will you dry yourself now ?" inquired Carl in a 
tone of uneasiness and veitation- 

** O, easily, I will call on Mother Larsson and borrow a 
dress to wear while we visit our father, and my clothing 
will be dry by the time we return." 

Carl was silent. He was displeased because Magde 
had not called him to her assistance. Meanwhile he pro-^ 
ceeded with the children to the prison, that he might pre. 
pare the old man for the visit. Magde did not ta^ry long 
at Mother Larsson's. As soon as she had obtained the 
necessary garments, she hurried on, clothed it a neat peas- 
ant's frock which fitted her fine form gracefully. 

The prison at Harad was located in the ruins of an old 
castle. Its outward appearance presented a dark and for- 
bidding aspect. The heart of the beholder would contract 
within him as he gazed upon those ruins of fallen great* 
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ness, as they reposed before him, dark and deserted, like 
an evil omen in his path. ^ 

But the interior of the prison, with its tottering weathec 
beaten projections, apparently ready to fall from their rest- 
ing plaees, presented an appearance still more gloomy 
and forbidding. Dampness, and mould of a hundred 
years growth had obliterated all traces of the fresco pain- 
tings that had formerly ornamented the ceiling, on which 
the moisture had gathei^d and fell at regular intervals 
with a hollow patter upon the stone pavement below. 

The places on^e occupied by glittering cbandelierB were 
now shrouded with immense spider webs, in which a whole 
colony of spiders lived subsisting on the noisome vapors 
of this gloomy charnel like abode. 

Aside from these poisonous insects, an occasional rat, 
and a few unfortunate prisoners, there were no other in- 
habitants in this dark prison. A flock of jackdaws had 
built their nest beneath the eaves of the old castle, and as 
they received good treatment from the prisoners they 
would pay them a passing visit at their grated windows 
to look in upon them or to receive a few crumbs qf bread. 
Old Mr. Lonner had already made their acquaintance and 
derived much pleasure fVom attending to their little wants, 
while be anxiously awaited the arrival of his children. 

When Magde arrived she found Carl had prepared the 

way for her so that she, witiiout hindrance, proceeded 

directly to the old man^s cell. Mr. Lonner was deeply 
T 
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moved by the vkit of his children ; but he appeared per- 
fect;^ resigned. Magde's two children were seated upon 
his kDees, while Carl was stiuiding before him relating 
all that had transpired during his imprisODment. The 
cloud which had rested upon the old man's brow changed 
instantly to an expression of joy when he beheld Magde 
the wife of bis beloved son, ent^ the room. His arms 
trembled as he embraced her, and his heart throbbed pain- 
ful Ij when she described her sorrows and troubles, and 
told htm that Nanna had nearly fiunted as theiy wer&about 
entering the boat, at tke mere thought of the second 
parting. 

'' It was right to leave her behind," said Mr. Lonner, 
" and if we can only find some means whereby I may^ be 
released before the autumn, that the .cold may not in- 
croaae my feebleness, then — " 

" Means must be found, father, I think, of immediately 
going to the city, to take our cow and the two sheep with 
me^ aside from those I will also take the piece of linen 
which X have made for Bagnar's shirts. By adding ail 
these together I — r-." 

** Bat, dear daughter, if you sell the cow, how will these 
little ones prosper?" He clasped his hands upon the two 
little white heads of the children who were sitting in his 
lap. 

*^ 0, 1 can borrow some milk of our neighbors^ and^e 
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can repay them in the fall, after BagD^ returns, for then 
we shall have another cow." 

" That will never do, my child. We must discover 
some, other method." 

'< Iliad an idea, also," said Carl, advancing from a comer 
into which he had withdi^wa when Magde entered. 

" What is it, my good boy ?" inqnired his lather.' 

^* I was iliinking about that wl^ch Bagnat has so often 
told us, about the people in England who procured money 
l)y pawning themselves^ — what was it he called it ?" con* 
^tinued he, scn^hmg his head to arouse his memory. 

" Life Insurance, was it not ?^ replied his father. 

'* Tbat^s it, father, and Bagnar also told me that even 
here in Sweden^ gpld might be obtained from England on 
euch terms. Now, if we could find some one who under- 
stood this matter, and woul4 undertake to draw up the 
proper writings, I would willingly give my life as security, 
and then you see, father, I should be just Uie same as so 
much ready money." 

"My good son, your words are well intended ; but it is 
not, as you think in relation to Life Insurance." 

" Q, that is too bad, father, or you might have received 
a large sum of money when I am dead." 

'< My life, I hope, will be finished before yolk's," sidd his 
father, "I am old, and you are young." 

" True, I am young in years ; but lately, yes, last Fri- 



y Google 



146 TRX BOMS IH THX TALLXT. 

day, whfle I passed through the church yard, I lieard a 
voice^ and that voice I believed." 

" What Ideas you invent !" exclaimed Magde> fHghtened 
for the first time, as she observed Carrs hollow ch0ek9 and 
sunken eye^ " but what did tiie voice say ?" 

" * Carl, Carl, Carl,* it said, calKng my name three times, 
*you will not live long.' " 

** Your brain is weak, my boy, because you have worked 
too hard. When your body has received rest, and rest it 
must have, you will feel much better. But tell me, Carl, 
what you thou^t when you imagined you heard tliB 
voice." 

" I did not thkak, but merely Replied, 'Indeed.' " 

" But, Carl) with this superstition you will make your 
father swrowful." ' 

" Sorrowful ? I do not think so. Should he be soi^- 
rowful because our Saviour in his grace is willing to call 
me to his fold? Instead of being sorrowful, the day 
of my departure should be a festive day. How many 
troubles do we escape after we are placed in the earth I" 

" But if you think in that manner, you will l>econie 
moumtlil yourself, you will not be able to laugh any 
more." 

"l^ot laugh," replied Carl, and without an effort ho 
commenced laughing • merrily. His face glowed with 
mirthfuliiess, and his melancholy humor seemed to have 
vanished as if by magic. It aj^eared so strange to him 
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that Hagde should desire him to laogh, that he forgot all 
about the life InsuraQce or the warning-voice, and once thus 
engaged, he took no farther part in the consultation. 

An hour elapsed, and Hagde, after having emptied the 
basket of its contents, ezperieAced a return from the hope 
that had sustained her during the interview, to her former 
despondeocy^ as the moment of parting approached. Carl 
proceeded in advance to pr^are the boat. 

" In four days, at the fiirtherest^ I shall retom," said 
Magde, pausing upon the threshold of her father's cell| 
'' and then, as I hope for Baghar's continued love, I shall 
bring you good tidings." 

'' Thank you, my dear Magde. Bagnar shall learn all 
that you have done fbr his old father. Eiss Nanna, poor 
little innocent, for me, and tell her that she must not come 
here, for it will only make her heart more heavy and 
sad."^ 

A moment later, and the creaking doors resounded 
throughout the ruins, the prisoner was again alone. 

But once more did he hear a dear voice, for when 
Magde arrived at the outside, she remembered with a feel- 
ing of uneasiness, that her youngest child had not been 
blessed by its grandfather. In the haste of departure, the 
little one had been entirdy forgotten ; but as it was im- 
possible for her to leave the prison with the dear child un* 
blessed, she stood beneltth the grated window, and ex- 
claimed: 
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" Fiither, dear fath«r, please look through the wmdow, 
and I will hold up the baby for you, that you may give it 
your blesfiii^.^' . - 

Immediately the old man's white head appeared at the 
window, and Hagde held the child aloft in her hands 
towards him. 

And now everything was performed rightly; the last 
farewell glances were exchanged, and then Magde avA her 
children disappeared from the dd man's sight 
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CHAPTER XV. 

QOTTLIBB ON THE W A T C H , 

The heat of the day had been followed by the pleasatit 
coolness of an August evening. The hands of the clock 
pointed to the hour of ten, and Gottlieb, who had been 
walking during the entire evening in the neighborhood 
of the little red cottage, began to think that his uncle Fa- 
bian had in all comfort reached his home by another 
road. 

*^ It is so quiet in the cottage,^' thought he, " that I think 
they have all retired.". 

He glimced stealthily over the lilac hedgo towardi 
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Magde^s window. The entire valley was bathed in moon- 
light, and the moonbeams glanced directly through the 
window panes of Magde's apartment, with such vivid 
brightness that Gottlieb was undecided how to act 

Soon, however, he resolved to convince himself of the 
true state of affairs* that he might be prepared if his uncle 
should arrive. 

He gradually made an opening in the hedge and having 
found his way clear before him he advanced to the window 
which, as the weather was warm, was secured only by a 
small cord. He glanced through the window, and a beau- 
tiful picture met his gaze. In this chamber, the husband 
and wife's little temple, the , moonlight was brilliantly 
reflected from Bagnar's brightly polished hunting and 
fishing implements which, neatly arranged, were hung 
against the walls. 

At the opposite side of the room, a much worn sailor's 
hat, commonly called a tarpaulin, was balanced upon the 
point of a fishing rod, and beneath this trophy was placed 
a small sideboard, the open, doort of which disclosed a 
number of shelves laden with gilt edged drinking vessels 
of white and blue china ; a set of rose colored tea-cups, 
and several polished silver plated mugs. A few uncom- 
monly excellent specimens of carving in wood, decorated 
one of the shelves, and another shelf contained several ar- 
ticles of jewelry which Magd^ had received both before 
and after sbe was married. All these little valuables 
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Magde had gathered together, after she had pat the chil- 
dren to bed, in the hope that she might find f ome few ar- 
ticles amoftg them that would save her from disposiog of 
the cow. 

» But her search, undoubtedly, had proved fruitless, for 
K^gde'a ornaments were made almost ^tirely of broaie. 

Ssatttd m a chair with her hand resting upon the cradle, 
Hagde was now sleeping soundly. 

She had been called, probably, while she was engaged 
in assorting her Utde treasures, to attend to the wants of 
her infant, and overcome by &tigtte had unwillingly sub- 
mitted to the power of that consoler of human grief, sleep. 
Her face was turned towards "the wii^dow, and the moon- 
light illumined her entire figure, which was rendered more 
prominent by the fact that the cradle stood in the centre 
(ji the room; She ^as still attired in the garments she 
bad bdrrowedi and her brown haii") f<^l in two long braids 
over her loose white sleeves, from whence they dropped 
upon the face of the sleeping child, while Magde's elbow 
was resting upon. the little pillow. 

<* What a picture for a pinnter !'' thought Gottlieb. 
« Young Lonner is not the most miserable of men, by my 
faith ; but I know ono who at some future time will look 
much prettier in that position 1" 

The dtiU sound g( a horse's hoo&, aroused him from his 
reveries. 

^Ah, ha," thought h% as a smile of triumph played upon 
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his £po» '< I was right We ahidl bow see what is to ha{K 
pen." 

Gottlieb returned to his hiding place in the hedge with 
noiseless rapidity. He had not remained long in his soine- 
what tiresome poiiton, when the sotmdof the horse's 
hoofs ceased, and from the i^nse which {proceeded &Qm. 
the other mde of the hedge he oondaded that the owner 
of the horse had dismounted and was secoriag his anisml 
to a tree; 

He soon heiyrd the sound of U^t foptc^^ps proceeding 
over the grass, and. then he discoveied the familiar form 
of Mr. Pabian approaching the cottage. After the new 
comer had assured himself Uiat the doOT was fasteiM^ he 
advanced to the window near which Gt>ttlieh had been 
standing a moment brfore. Inste^of spending time in u»s^ 
less watohfiilness he immediatelj taj^d nppntiie window ; 
bat Magde sl^ so roundly tkal the noise did not dfiiturb 
her. 

Mr. Fabian, flatted his nose against the window pane 
and suddenly discovered the picture that Gottlieb had so 
much admired. Yet it was not an e^fn^ession of love 
which passed his Ups as he gazed upon her. 

<<Conlbund that woman T' he ezclaimedr ''she drives 
me mad, and I believe she would lookjon, if I was parohr 
ing with thirst in the torments of heU, and not ^ve me a 
single drop of water." 

He again tapp^ upoa the paae so k)udly> that a pQM)B 
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leas faiigaed than Magde woidd have awakened. At 
this moment Mr. Fabian was strnck with fear at his own 
temerity. 

^ Ooly think/' thought he, '' suppose I should awaken 
some one else ! What if an account of thia should come 
to my wife's ear!" — ^the thought was terrible, and the 
guilty husband's khees tremUed violently. Bo much 
did he respect his " dear Ulgeorej^' that he felt it even at 
his present distance from her, and perhaps he would have 
relinquished all his plans in relation to his beautiful Magde, 
had he not discovered that the window was fastened only 
with a small cord. 

To break off a small twig from a neighboring bush, and 
to thrust it through tiie (»*evice of the window and remove 
the cord from the hook, was the work of an instant, and 
before Qottlieb could fully understand the nature of his 
uncle's movements he saw him suddenly disappear 
through the window. 

Of course Magde was now awakenefd by the noise of 
Mr. Fabian's abrupt ebtrance,and she quickly sprang from 
the chair. When she recognized the intruder she was 
seized with a deathly fear; which wias however but of 
momentary continuance. Wilh flashing eyes, and 
haughtily curling lips she advanced towards him with 

a bearing so threatening that Mr. H retreated in 

fear. 

" Why do you viwt me at this hour ?" she inquired. 
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-** 1 was unable to come earlier. I have been to see the 
justioe and mcide such arrangements that I think Mr. 
Lonner can be released as early as to-morrow." 

'^ And to speak these words— undoubtedly well intended 
— ^you have crawled thro ugli my window." 

** Upon my honor it was not my fault. I knocked sev- 
eral times^ and not wishing to go home withput telling 
you this good news, which I thought would cause you to 
sleep better — ^and obs^ving you had not retired-^I seized 
the only opportunity remaining." 

" Well," replied she, " I do not think harm will jresult 
from your friendly visit, but as it is out pf the order of 
things that you ehouia remain here, I must request you to 
leave the room .in themanuer you entered, and then I can 
converse with you through the window." 

"Cruel Magde !" exclaimed Mr» Fabian entreatingly^ and 
even dared to extend his hand towards her. But Magde 
repulsed him with a look of scorn and anger. 

" Travel no further upon this crooked path,<and call ma 
Magde no longer, I bear the name of my husband, and 
wish to be called by that title alone." 

Gottlieb who could observe and overhear all that oc* 
curred, or was said in Magde'& chamber, could scarcely 
refrain from laughter as he saw his good uncle retreating 
before the virtuous woman until he arrived at the window 
from which he somewhat clumsily descended. Gottlieb 
was on the point of rushing forward to receive his loved rel- 
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ative in his arms and thu3 preventing bim from injuring bis 
precious limbs, when the sound of Magde^s voice prevent- 
ed him from reiidering this impoi^tant service to his uncle. 

" There, tbat will do," said she, " we can now converse 

without inconvenience to eitb^ of us. I hope Mr. H 

has not hurt himself.'' 

" 0, never mind me," r^eplied he, "your heart is too 
hard to be moved at my suflferings." 

" I wish to say a word to you, Mr. H 7- Your la- 
bor is entirely thrown away upon me. I <»m pity the 
folly of a man if his folly is not evil ; but — "# 

" Am I evil ? Try me," interrupted Mr. Fabian hastily. 

" I will," replied Magde. " If you will bind yourself to 
i:eleaseiny further I shall ever be grateful for ^e service." 

" And nothing further ?"^ 

*»Nothm^." 

" Then, at least give me your hand that I may with it 
wipe away the tears that scald my eyes. I am a weak, 
a tender hearted man^ and must weep when I am scoffed 
at. 5ut never mind, give me your hand, a moment" 

"It is impossible." 

" Give me but your little finger." 

In lieu <>f ^ reply, Magde ei^eavored to close the win- 
dow ; but h^ admirer prevented her frdth doing sq. 

" Ah I" exclaimed he furious at his defeat; "You wish 
to enjoy a boon, and not rewm'd <^e donor. Then listen, 
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the old man shall remaia wh^6 he is. If I do not inter^ 
est myself for him no one else will.'' 

*^ That remains to be seen. Mr. Gottlieb has return- 
ed—" 

" Ah ! then, he has returned. Well, what can h^ do V^ 

" Not much, my dear uncle," exclaimed Gottlieb ad- 
vancing towards Mr. Fabian, '* except to give my dear 
aunt Ulrica, a full account of the interesting conversation I 
have accidentally overheard." 

Without replyingTMEr. Fabian stared a moment in be- 
wildered sunrise, at the intruder, and then rushing wildly 
to his horse, he mounted and urged the animal to a furious 
speed. 

" Well, well," exclaimed Magde, " we can well compare 

Mr. H to a hare. But Mii Gottlieb, whatever chance 

brought you here, do not bring sorrow upon him, by 
speaking to his wife of this adventure." 

^ Fear not, Mrs, Lonner^ I iave not been on the watch 
here to become an informer ; but as I heard certain things 
from Nanna to day, and as I fix>m the first have suspect- 
ted my uncle, and as I wished to have him in ' my pow- 
etu-" 

" I underskmd you' Mr. Gottlieb. You ^re an honest 
and faithful friend, and we shall never forget " 

"And I, Mrs. Lonner, interrupted Gottlieb, "I shall 
not forget this valley I assure you, fmd now good night ; 
in a short time everytiiing will be as it was before." 
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*^ Thank you, a thouaand times! When Bagoar re- 
turns, through God's assistance we will repay yon." 



GotlUeWs heart bounded with joy, as he proceeded on 
his roadtowai^s Almvik, but the heai;t of another traveller 
inihe^ same direction was oppressed with gloomy forebo- 
dings. It is almost unnecessaiy to say that the, latter 
tiaYeller was Mr. Fabian H— . On his arrival at Alm- 
vik he ei|t«^ his wife's chamber trembling, with anxiety, 
lest ObttUeb bad been there before hkn. 

" What is the matter with you ?" inquired his wife, who 
bad ^ready retired to her bed; ** has tbe horse been 
balky, or have you met with an a^ident ?" 

*' Nothing; nothing, darting mgenia; but my head has 
been heavy all the aftemoon."~ 

<< That is caused by your excepsive sleeping," smd Mrs 
TJlrica. 

*^ Perhaps it is. Hereafter I shaU sle^ less, and after 
this, my dear wife, I will follow your advice in every- 
tiiing." 

^* Then, my dear, you will be a good husband. If I 
should idways find you so, I would not have so many 
^causes for complaint." 
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<^Have you any complaint to mako now V^ inquired Mr. 
FabiaOy auxiouslj, 

Mr. Fabian was in a state of fearful suspense. The air 
to him appeared populated with evil spirits. 

" I did not speak thus for the.purpose of troubling you, 
dear Fabian, it would not be just for me to choose this 
moment, when you feel so repentant, to remind you of 
oth«r moments when you do iiot ae^sm impressed witii the 
worth of your wife." ^ 

** Yes; yjes, ths^ would indeed be cruel^ for it is true, 
really true, that— that— " , # 

« What, Fabian, good Fabian ?" 

<^ Tha^ I never before hBive so much esteemed and 
adored you, my dear, dear — -" He was unable to 
proceed. 

" Ah ! Fabian, that is the true spirit You at last 
understand how happy you are." 

" Yes, as happy as the condemned sbner,". sighed 
Fabian ; but in such a manner that hi^ wife heard the first 
word only. 
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Thk Fsstxtal. 



Tub nestt morniiig, when Gottlieb awoke^ he diflcovered 
that he bad a visitor even at that early hour of the day. 
His uncle Fabian was pacing backward and forwards at 
the side of his nephew's bed, with a coiintenance so 
VTretched and.woe begone, that Gottlieb could not but pity 
him. 

" Good morning, uncle," said Gottlieb, cheerfally, " how 
is your health ?" 

"Why.doyouask?" 

" Tour voice sounds just as if I was a robber demand- 
ing your purse or your life. . What is the matter 7" 

ri6n 
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" That which you told me yesterday makes your com- 
parison very apt" 

'' You are mistaken. It is not my intention to play the 
part of the famous Binaldo Binaldini. t am the most 
peaceable person in the world, and if you wish to remain 
at peace at home— which is very natiural, you know — I 
have no desire to prevent you from doing so." 

" But, perhaps, you intend to demand from me three 
times the sum of money necessary to fee a lawyer, to bribe 
you to secrecy." 

<< Shame upon you. I have not demanded anything. I 
only expect " 

" What ?" mquired his uncle 

" That you will of your own free will and accord loan 
me the money necessary to pay old Mr. Lpnner's fine. In 
a few months, when Bagnar Lonner retuma and repays 
me, I will settle with you. If he does not repay me, why 
it is but a small sum to lose." 

"And what ^ill you require for yourself f" inquired 
Mr. Fabian. 

*^ Shall I peddle out my secret like a Jew ? I swear by 
my honor that I will not divulge to my aunt one word of 
all that has passed." 

Mr. Fabian thrust his hand into his capiEUsious pocket, 
and withdrawing his purse^ with a mgh counted themoney 
into Gottlieb'd hand. 
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^ I sh^ not give jovl my note for tiiis, for if I am not 
repaid I do not expect to repay you." 

His uocle did not immediately n^ly, but after opening 
and dosing his pnrfle eeveral times, he addressed his 
nephew in a tone which displayed deep and true emotion. 

** GottKeb," sfttd he, " I am not miserly. You have 
spared me when yon might have prepared a |)Iace of tor- 
ment for me. I am grateful. Have you any debts 1 Your 
father is not rioh.'' 

** That is spoken like a man of honor and a true rela- 
tion," said Gottlieb, warmly, " but fortunately I have 
always been obliged to live economically, and therefore 
have escaped from falling into the foolish habit of con- 
tracting debts." 

<< Well, then, if yon have' no debts^ yon at le^t have a 
future to prepare for. You must not therefore refuse my 
offer" 

" I do not wish to make use of It at present Yet I do 
not wish you to consider it refused entirely. At this mo- 
ment I do noi require anything, unless indeed you wish to 
spare my feet and my bopts, by giving me a little money to 
pay my traveling expenses^ When the time comes, and 
I find myself fully engaged iu my father^ office, I will 
consider your proposal with the greatest pleasure." 

^<Do so, and I will have a good memory, I assure 
you." 

'^One word more, oncte^ You must promise me to 
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trouble the worthy Mrs. Lonher no longer. She will never 
submit to your desires." 

As he thus spoke, an ashy palenesis o'erspread Hr. Fa- 
bian's countenance, and with a shudder be glanced fear- 
fully around the room. 

* " 0, the walls have no ears," said Qottlid); " but uncle 
you will promise me thl$, will you not" 

" Most assuredly,'* replied his uncle. " That woman has 
driven me almost mad; but I think that last night's fright 
has entirely cured me. I shall not go there again under 
any circumstances." 



The songs of the birds of the valley were more melo- 
dious than ever befoce, the perfume of the roses and lilacs 
were sweeter than formerly, at least so thought the occu- 
pants of the little cottage when Gottlieb visited them that 
afternoon. Certainly, however, the feast which was given 
on that day bad never been equalled before, except per- 
haps on the day of f^e arrival of Bagnar after a long 
absence from his wife and home. 

It was a splendid dinner— roasted spare ribs, and fish, 
and cakes. The old man occupied the seat at the head of 
the table, Ootttiebj who bad {»t>vide(l this repast from 
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the money he had received from his uncle for travelling 
expenses, was seated beside Nanna. The childreo ate so 
rapidly ahd heartily that it appeared as though they in- 
tended to swallows a sufficient supply to last them for a 
year to come. Carl, wearing his Sunday ^vest, a vest that 
Magde had tnade, and with a ros^ in bis jacket button>hole^ 
a rose that Magde had jducked, was seated in his usual 
place. at the tables cheerful and contented. Magde at- 
tended almost solely to the old man's wants, filling his 
plate, and replenishing his cup. And lastly, little Chris- 
tine, who trotted from placie to place, taking care of the 
cow, dog, sheep, goats, and the ancient cat^ was as happy 
and cheerful as the others. Altogether the scene was beau- 
tiful and harmonious. 

<* And for all this happiness,^' said the old man, looking 
tearfully upon the youth, "for all this happiness, Mr. Got 
tlieb, next to God, we are indebted to you. Happy must 
be the parents of such a son P 

<< Father Lonner,^' said Gottlieb glancipg around the ta- 
ble, with a friendly smile, " you have no reason to be en- 
vious." 

'■^ That i$ true,'' replied the old man nodding his head 
pleasantly to th^ circle of beloved ones. 

In liie afternoon, after tSe old man had retired to his 
comfor^ble bed, now doubly ooarfortable to him, to rest 
himself awhile, and Magde was seated by his bedside pleas- 
antly chatting with him, while Carl was busy making little 



y Google 



166 THX HQlfX IV THX YALlXT. 

boats tor the chtldren, Nantia and iGotilieb were seated 
Dear the spring beneath the tree, in the meadow. 

It could easily be believed that the young couple ^ere 
not very talkative, for Nanna was busily engaged in search- 
ing in the grass for a four leaved clover, and Gottlieb was 
amusing himself, according to his childish custom^ by blow- 
ing shrill blasts upon a thick blade of grass. 

It was sunset The glowing r^ectbnof the sun fbll 
upon Nanna^s pale neck and face, illumining them with a 
golden blush. 

<' I am sorry," said Gottlieb, at l^igth, throwing asido 
the blade of grass, and assuming a serious cast of counte- 
nance, '* I am sorry that our lessons must have an end ; 
but all is for the best, for, my child, you know enough 
akeady." 

« More than enough," replied Nanna, softly. 

" Especially for a school teacher," said Gottlieb. 

" Yes, especially for a schod teacher," repeated Nanna. 

" But you speak so abstractedly. You are not so lively 
as usual." 

" I did not know it ; but if Gottlieb says so, it must be 
true, mien one has been so glad as I hav« been to-day, 
and then as sorrowful, it takes much courage to meet the 
change indifferently." 

" But, dear Nanna, you w^e aware that I diould be 
forced to go away soon." 
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<' I did Dot know that you Were going so soon as to- 
morrow morning." 

^'Keither did I, mysidf, when I 'saw you yesterday; but 
vrhen I determined to go by the steamboat, you perceive 
that " 

" Yes, yes." 

" And then again what difference will a day or two more 
or less make, when we part " 

« Never again to meet," interrupted Nanna. 

*< You will do right in the meantime not to hope too 
much." 

Nanna glanced inquiringly towards QottUeb. 

*' Do you not think it strange, Nanna, that we who have 
been acquainted but so short a -season, should think so 
much of each o<^er ?" 

*'It is peirfectly natural that we should. Persons in 
fashionable society cannot become' so well acquainted with 
each other as we could in one hour, At first we met each 
other every evening, then every monUng and evening, and 
at length " 

*' And at length morning, noon and night 1" interrupted 
Gottlieb, with a smUe. *' In truth, Nanna, yotrare right, 
for if our every meeting was so divided that ,we should be 
together but once each week, our acquaintance would 
have been prolonged for an entire year." 

<* O, much longer than that even," said Nanna, joining 
in Gottlieb's laugh. 
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" And as we have remained by our agreement not to 
full in love with each other, we part as friends, and not in 
despair, and what is still better, not with reproaches, 
which, had the case been different, we would have been 
obliged to make and listen to.'' 

"Yes, it is fortunate, very fortunate, that—that — ^* 
stammered Nanna, unable to finish the sentence. 

" We need not conceal from ourselves that in itiaking 
that arrangement we ran a great risk; For my part, I am 
not too proud to say that it has been very difficult for me 
to keep it" 

" But Gottlieb," replied Nanna, ** as you have kept it, 
it is better as it is." 

" Certainly; but then it is not so good as I .wish to 
have it." 

" How do you wish it to be tben ?" inquired Nanna 
innocently. 

" Upon my honor I can hardly say ; but if I was placed 
in better circumstances— — " Nanna dropped her eyelids 
over their soft tell-tale orbits ^ but not so quickly but that 
Gottlieb^etected a ray of hope gleaming from their deep 
wells. 

" Will you advise me what course to take, when I have 
obtained a competency ?" continued Gottlieb. 

" No, that would be of no use; but Mr. Gottlieb, when 
I hear that you have wedded the rich wife of Avhom yon 
have spoken, I will rtyoice at your good fortune" 
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''And does not tiie thought of that rich wife coat you 
even half a sigh ?" 

" Not if that wife will render you happy." 

''Nanna, you speak as though you you did not love me 
at all 1" exclaimed Gottlieb hastily, forgetting entirely the 
part he had determined to play during this interview. 

" And should I love you ?" mquired Nanoa blushing 
deeply. " I think I am not suoh a foolish girl as thaf 

" But I believe that you love me," replied Gottlieb. 
'^ Can you deny that you heart is mine ?" 

'* I do not deny it ; but I shall not allow it to be so^" 
said Nanna with a glance that immediately cooled Gott- 
heV» sudden ardor. '< My heart is my own, and should 
DOC be an object of trouble to you ; and I assure you Mr. 
Gottlieb that I shall not allow any weakness oa my part 
to causae you to break the judicious contract we have 
made." 

*' Ah ! Kanna, you are both wise and charitable. I 
shall not endeavor to wrest the secret from you ; but you 
are so much esteemed by me, that at some future day, 
when I con follow my own inclinations I will return to 
you." 

"I will forget these last words, Mr. Gottlieb, for I 
think them the saddest you have ever uttered." 

"You are right; but I spoke as I thought. It is not 
my fault if I thought that you were above all others most 
suitable to become my wife." 
8 - 
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As he thus spoke Kanna trembled violently and she 
looked upon him with a gaze which contained more hittef- 
ness than words could have expressed. 

'< I believe I am mad indeed I have endeavored to 
speak in a better spirit^ and instead of so doing — ^I had 
better go immediately — or — " 

"Or what?" 

" Or I will, yes, I will, hold you to my heart, and swear 
to you, as true as I am an honest man, that I love you, 
and you alone, come what may, I can withhold myself no 
longer." Gottlieb suited the action to the word, and 
enfolded tiie blushing girl in his warm embrace. 

" O, Gottlieb !" cried Nanna, weeping and laughing-, 
" this is madness indeed !" 

" No, ou the contrary it is happiness I" 

** But to-morrow you will repent it I" 

" Never, Nanna, I sincerely belbve that all is for the 
best. We can work hard ; we have only a few needs, and 
it is such happiness to love each other." 

<< But—^' 

" You must accustom yourself to omit that disagreeable 
word. When my mind is once made up, I permit of no 
ifs nor buts. And as we do not require a great amount 
of money to defray our little domestic expenses, t think 
it would be wrong for us to waste the best part of gup 
lives in useless delay. After one year has elapsed, the 
parson shall unite us as man and wife, and I shall take 
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yoQ fcoxn this valley, and we will look forward to all the 
joys and sorrows, wluch our Heavenly Father in his wis- 
d<Hn«hall send us." 

Nanna, who for a long season had battled against the 
intozieating desire which had filled her heart, gradually 
assented to Gottlieb's words, and the interview terminated 
with a second agreement, which was directly contrary to 
the first one, for by it they bound themselves to love each 
other forever. 

They agreed that this chang^e from their former agree- 
ment should be concealed from all others. They alone 
should know the secret.^ 
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Bagnar. 



Autumn arrived. 

The valley was strewn with yellow leaves. The birds 

bad ceased tbeir songs. The grass bad withered. Bains 

and storms had disQolored the fountain. Tet, altfaaugh 

Nature seemed to have been eogaged in contentious strife, 

still joy reigned supreme within the little cottsige. Ragnar, 

the beloved husband, the darling son, had returned. 

Seated in the midst of hifl children beside his lovely wife, 

and with his arm encircling her waist, he listened with a 

countenance changing from cheerfulness to solemnity to a 

recital of all that had transpired during his absence. 

ri72] 
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As soon as Mr. Lonner, for he was the narrator, had 
concluded, Eagnar advanced and enfolded the old man in 
his arms. 

" What viper did this ? I have a strong suspicion — 
to cast such an old man into prison — and I was away 
from you, unable to protect yoxi. and these weak and 
deserted women.'* 

As he thus spoke, his countenance glowed with indig- 
nation. 

A slight cough at the other side of the room attracted 
Bagnar's attention. It was Carl. 

" I understand you, Cari,'^ said he, " you must pardon • 
me. I forgot myseif when I said the women were de- 
serted." 

And the frank and honest Ragnar, whose ruddy brown 
countenance bespoke his health, advaxfced and extended 
his band to Carl, who with a face as sickly and yellow as 
the sealed leaves without, was reclining upon the so&, 
watching the family group with a restless eye. 

Poor Carl, each day he gradually faded, and his belief 
in the warning voice he had beard in the charch yard be- 
came firm and unwavering. He accepted Eagnar's prof- 
^ed band with a grateful stnile. 

" How hot you are I" exclaimed Ragnar,^" I will hasten 
to the village and speak to the physician." 

As Bagnar thus spoke, Carl laughed in his peculiar 
manner. ^ That will be profitable indeed I" siud he. 
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'^ Certably it will, dear Carl," «aid Magde, approaohiDg 
the flick youtbi '^BagDar is righf 

^'Bagnar is always right/' said Carl, in an unnsnaHy 
sharp tone, ^' so long as you please him you do not care if 
you neglect my wishes." , 

" What, Carl, do you not love your brcfther?" said Rag^ 
nar, in a tone of reproach, at the same time pressing a 
kiss unobserved, as he thought^ upon his wife's lips. Sag- 
nar always felt an inclination to conceal ]Hrom the observa- 
tion of others the fkct that he stall loved his wife as he had 
when he first wedded her, and therefore rarely car^^ssed 
,her when in the presence of witnesses ; but on this occa- 
sion, his affection was so great that he cotUd not resist &a 
pleasure of stealing a kiss/ 

" Is not the entire room large enough for you to kie/i in 
without my seeingi you ?" said Carl, haishly,/*! do not 
wish you to do so right before me." 

" Perhaps you envy me," said Bi^ar, with a laughs 
He had not given Carl's expression a smous thought 

Carl lifted himself upon his elbow, and gazing full in 
bis brother's eyes, he replied slowly and firnJy, " Yes." 

" Why do you, Carl ?" inquired Ragnar. 

" Because I do not wish any body to kiss Magde-^is it 
not so, Mag^e ? Tou well know how I braved myself 
when Mr. Fabian H wanted to buy a kiss of you." 

<< What I I believe the poor boy is mad 1 What i Buy 
a kiss of Magde I Poor Carl !" 
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/^ Am I speakiog falise, Magde ? Answer me.'' 
" 0, Carl^ how strangely you tell your story I" exclmmed 
Magde, '* you ought first to have related bow it happened, 

and " 

Magde flushed and galed alternately, and in her excite- 
ment could scarcely express herself. 

^* Can there be any truth in this V^ said Bagnar, and his 
eyes sparkled. 

Magde had now recovered her presence of mind, and 
reliU^ed, without concealing a 8ingle fact, all that had hap- 
pened beween herself and Mr. Fabian. 

*' I am now firmly convinced that this — this— 410 matter, 
that Mr. H was the prime cause of our other's im- 
prisonment" * 

"He was," interrupted old. Mr. Lonner. "I am as 
firmly convinced of it, as I am that the young man of 
whom I have spoken wa^the cause of my release. I wish 
yoti were acquainted with Mr. Gottlieb. He ^ a worthy 
young man." 

<^I will tell him so in the letter t shall write \nm; but 
what if he entertained the same desire that influenced Mr. 

H .'' 

" Fear not for me, at least," replied Magde, casting a 
roguish look towards Nanna. 

" Ah ! tbat is singular indeed ; but after all Nanna will 
bear a pretty close inspection — ^but I cannot drive thttt Mr. 
Fabian from my mind. " 
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" First you must tell us some of your adventures/' and 
Hagde'8 countenance wore such an entreating expression 
that her husband understood her immediately ; and there- 
fore as long as he* remained in the presence of his father, 
and h» sister and brother, he continued speaking of all 
the singular things he had seen and heard, which was lis- 
tened to by a pleased and expectant audience. 

At length the time arrived when the husband and wife 
were at liberty to interchange their thoughts freely ; the 
children had been nicely tucked in their little beds, and 
Bagnar and Magde alone occupied their private apart- 
ment 

" Now, dear Magde, now you must give me a good kiss. 
God bless you for this happy moment* After tossing six 
months upon tiie ocean, it is a joy indeed to return to one's 
own home and wife." 

'^ Is it true indeed, dear Bagnar, that you love me now 
as you did when we were married ?" 

" Did you find no four leaved clover last summer, that 
you ask me this question ?" 

Without replying, Magde hastily opened a clothes press, 
and produced an old compass box, from which she took a 
bandful of withered clover leaves. 

** Seei, here," smd she. 

" And do these not convince you ?" inquired Ragnar. 

In this old box, Magde preserved, so to speak, the 
tokens of her wedded joys. Prom the first year of her 
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marriage, she, whenever her husband was absent, would 
seek in the meadow for four-leaved clovers, uoder the con* 
viction that so long as she continued to find- them, she 
might rely upon the continued love and fidelity of her 
husband. And she was invariably successfhl, and each 
year she deposited the clover leaves in the old compass 
box. As Eagnar uttered his last question, Magde cast 
herself upon his breast, and gazed tenderly into his face« 

" O don't look ^ fn6 too closely, to-morrow I will look 
better, after I am washed and dressed," said Eagnar, ar- 
ranging his shirt bosom, and smoothing down his jacket 
collar. 

" You are so good already, that if you should be better 
it would be dangerous ; but Eagnar, you have forgotten 
to measure the children to see how much they have grown 
since your departure. You used to da that as soon as 
you entered the house after a return from a long voyage." 

" This time," replied Eagnar, " you greeted me with 
such strange ne^^'s that I quite forgot all my usual habits. 
It grieves me to observe that Oari is upon the verge of ^e 
grave. True, he was ill last winter ; but he soon recov- 
ered." 

♦* He exerted himself too much during our trouWes," 
said Magde, then he has taken no care of himself, and 
then — ^yos, yes, there is something rery strange about 
CarL" 

8* 
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"What do you mean by etrauge, Magde?*' inquired 
her husband. " Do you think that he is really insane ?" 
' " Oh no, I did not mean that ; but — " 

" Speak on, speak your mind." 

" Now, do not laugh at my fancy— or be yezed with 
poor Carl. I think that — ^fae loves me too muc^^ and km 
passion has weighed heavily upon him^ although he does 
not, hhnself, understand it" 

" Your words are worthy of reflection, Magde ; now. I 
remember^ his conduct did appear pecuHar when he 
said he envied me tiie privilege oi kismng you. Poor 
fellow, how could I be vexed with him ? He, probably, 
never desired to vex either you or myself." 

<^ Never. Frequency during the summer I have placed 
flowers in his room, and in theiQ he took his greatest 
delight. Even now he loves to hear me sing to him, cac 
to read a chapter in the Bible, above ^1 other things." 

" Such love," said Ragnar, *' is a beautiful rose, the per- 
fume of which cheers a drooping spirit. He may contusuo 
his love ; it vdll sustain him in his last trial. Here- 
after, I will not even take your hand in his presence." 

" How kind you are, dear Bagnar. Now I can be tp 
him as I was before your return." Magdo wiped the 
tears from her long eyelashes, and before Bagnar could 
question her, she continued : " You migr depend upon my 
fidelity. I only wish to aflford him' a slight ray of joy 
while he is still on earth. Without me he stands alone." 
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'* Act your own pleastire, my dear Magde, you are aware 
that I confide m you as in my own heart. Altihough I 
shall act gently towards Carl, who with his own desire, 
would not injure me, still I will not be so submiasiye with an 

incjUvidual like Mr. H , who has conducted himself 

most wrongfully." 

From these words Magde became aware that she would 
be obliged to relate all that had occurred between Mr. 
Fabian and herself, and this she did accordingly. 

She feared more from Eagnar's silence than she would 
if he had given vent to his rage in words. Baguar pos- 
sessed a faculty of controlling his anger by a silence 
which was much more impressive than furious speech. 

<' Ah, then he entered your window^ after he had first 
removed the old man. Well, well, worse things have 
been done before.'* 

This was all he said ; and as not only ike following, but 
also the second day passed, without Mr. Fabian's name 
being mentioned, Magde thought Mmt Bagnar had looked 
at the affair with sensible eyes. She even felt somewhat 
annoyed at the thoi^ht that Mr. Fabian's punidfament 
sbottld be so light. 
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An Hour in Mistrbss UiAic^'g Chabibxr. 



THRouaHOTrr the entire fall, Mr. FaUan had been hia 
^^ sweet ITigeiiie^s " humblest slave^ and therefore had been 
trod deeper into the dust. Bince he bad learned of the 
return of Eagnar Lonjaer, he bad suffered a feverish anx- 
iety. Even his easy chair no longer afforded him rest, for 
sleeping or waking, one object alope was constantly before 
his eyes : Bagnar Lonner's wrathful countenance peering 
through the door. 

He was suddenly sdzed with as strong a desire for 
active life, as be formerly possessed for easy rest, and he 
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felt himself in no safely except when at a distance from 
the mansion, for he knew that Ragnar possessed too much 
honor to entrap him in an ambuscade. 

One morning, when he, as had been bis custom for the 
previous week, went to his wife with the information that 
he was compelled to take a short jdurney, she ^sharply 
accosted him : 

" Man, what does all this restlessness mean ? Are you 
insane ? Am I always to be left at home alone V^ 

"Ah, my dear," replied Mr. Fabian, "you are aware 
that I must attend to my business." 

** I know that not long since you found it difficult to take 
care of yourself. This sudden cba'^ge in your disposition 
will never do." 

"Dear Ulgenie, I acknowledgeyour superior judgment; 
but today I really must attend the auction at Eorby, 
there is to be a sale of some genuine Spanish sheep.' ^ 

" Ah ! as that is really some business, you may go ; but 
come home early." 

" I hope to return beforfe eleven o'clock." 

Mrs. TTlrica presented him her hand to kiss, and after he 
had pressed it to his lips with all the gallantry which was 
still left him, he quickly turned away from her. 

Mrs. Ulrica during the entire day was filted with won- 
der at the sudden change that had taken place in her hus- 
band, and if she could have for a moment entertained such 
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a thought, she would have believed that her husband had 
become acqaainted'with some intriguing female. 

But among her female acquaintances in ikhe neighbor- 
hood, there was not one whom. Fabian had not seen at 
least twenty times, and he had undergone eaoh new ordeal 
with a firmness which proved that he was out of all 
danger. . 

This point once settled, Mistress Ulrica wa3 more com- 
posed, and after having spent the day in attending to her 
domestic duties, she retired to her bed at an early hour, 
for she always felt weary and ill-humored when her Fabiap, 
whom she really loved, was not at home to hear her tender 
words and reproaches. 

About an hour had elapsed after Mrs. Ulrica had fallen 
asleep. The servant also slept soundly, for, although she 
had been told to wait for her master, she had satisfied her 
conscience by leaving the hall door unlocked^— contrary 
to her mistress' strict command-^and then retired to her 
bed. 

" As before «aid, Mrs. Ulrica had been asleep about an 
hour, when she was disturbed by a singular noise which 
resembled the shuffling of feet near the bed. She opened 
one eye that she might warn her husband that one of his 
first duties should be not to disturb his wife's slui^ibers. 
But the warning produced no effect This being the case, 
Mistress Ulrica found it necessary to open the otiher eye, 
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that by the aid of the liight light she might discover Fa- 
bian's true conditioiu 

She first glanced towards the sofa ; it was empty. Then 
she looked towards the easy chair ;. but as this stood par- 
tially in the shadow of the large bed curtains, she was able 
only to perceive a pair of feet, and it was these very feet* 
that had the impertinence to shuffle in her room, without 
asking her permission. 

" Fabian," she exclaimed, " are you not ashamed of 
yourself? What are you doing ?" 

But Fabian, did not reply. 

'* Ah, you foolish man, J. see now that you have been 
made drunk, you could not withstand their entreaties, poor 
man ; plj&ase prepare for bed." 

And yet no answer. 

" He is as drunk as possible. Go to your own room, 
Fabian ; be careful, do not take a light with you, and do 
not fall dowu stairs and hurt yourself Are you going to 
move tonight? Shall I ring the bell for the servants, that 
they may carry you to bed ?" 

Not receiving a reply, Mrs. Ulrica tore aside the bed 
curtains, and extending h^ hand, placed it upon a strange 
head^of hair, 

^1 Heavens !" she exelaioied, '^ t}iat is npt my husband !" 

" What of that, it is the husbaAd of another," replied a 
calm voice* 
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Terror prevented Mrs. Ulrica from crying aloud. " A 
thief 1" she gasped. 

" I do not think so," replied the voice. 

« Who are you then ?" stammered she, 

" Sleep quietly, you shall not be disturbed.'! 

Mistress XTlrica continued to feel for tise bell cord. ^ I 
believe," said she, ** he wishes to murder me when I am 
asleep." 

" Bleep quietly, I neither wish to ^teal nor to murder. I 
only wish to—" 

The unfortunate cramp, which at her first terror had at' 
tacked Mrs. Ulrica's throat, now suddenly disappeared, 
and she emitted a long and loud scream ; but no sooner 
had this been accomplished, than a large brawny hand 
was placed roughly xyfer her moutli. 

" Please do that no more," said the voice, " or I shall be 
forced to be troublesome, and do not look for the bell- 
rope, it would only be disagreeable for you if the servants 
should enter the room now.^' 

" What do you want then, fearful man ?" 

" To remain where I am. At present I want nothing 
further." , 

Suddenly a new light dawned in Mrs. Ulrica's brain. 
What if he should be an unfortunate suitor for her love. 

"How?" said she, fotcing all her jwide and dignity 
into her words, " haw 1 remain here ? Sir, this is my bed- 
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" I am aware of the fkct" 

<< And here no man has a right to enter except my hus- 
band." 

" And myself," added the voice. 

At this unexpected reply, t^e lady summoned courage 
to examine the unabjEUsbed visitor more closely. He svslb 
an elegantly formed man, and as he gazed at her with his 
expressive eyes, interest and repugnance tvere both created 
within her heart. The repugnance was caused by the fact 
that the man wore a blue frieze coat, which unfortunate 
garment at once dispelled her romantic dreams. 

" Will you explain the cause of this unheard of iraper- 
tinenca?" 

" That cause will very soon arrive." 

" V«7 soon ? You did not seek me then 1" 

" Not precisely-" 

" Then probably you wish to $ee my husband ?" 

" Yes." 

" Am I at all concerned, then ?^' 

"Slightly." 

"Ah I" exclaimed Mrs. Ulrica, who now remembered 
her strange visitor's first obSeryaiiion, ** there must be a 
mystery about this which I do not understand. You re- 
marked that you were the husband of another." 

"True." 

" And furthermore you said you had ^ right to «eek jxtj 
husband in thid room?" 
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" You certainly know your alphabet." 

" Then you have — O, what will become of us ! — you 
have — a demand to make of my husband." 

'< No, he has a claim on me, and ibis I will pay back, 
principal and interest." ^ 

<< O, the monster 1 The erooOiUle 1 He has been tmtroe 
to me." 

'^ Yes, both in heart and demre ; but my wife is not one 
who cries out, or attempts to pull tiie.bdU-rope. She com- 
mand^ respect without so muOh trouble.'' 

"And do I not, also?" 

" I do not know what you would do, if you should see 
a man, at this time of night, trawl through your wiiidow, 
and attempt to bring you to disgrace by the promise that 
he would release an old father from prison ; but I do know 
you have nothing to fear at present." 

" You are tfeen Mr. Bagnar Lonner ?" 

" I am." 

" And for such a miserable reward — ^that woman — ** 

" What 1 Miserable reward f — that woman 1 — ^Well, 
that night lamp is not very brilliant, but I can easily per* 
ceive that I have before me an old dutch galleon, ^o ba^ly 
rigged and managed, that I would prefer to crowd sail 
and make my escape rather than to take her in tow. And 
you call my wife that woman ! Miserable reward I" 

^ V I do not tmderstand your gibberish, my good man : hvA» 
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that you are unrefined and uneducated I can easily see, 
and I command you to quit my room immediately." 

<< You would then force me to retreat, as my Magde 
drove back your husband. Please tiy the ezperknent." 

"Monster I TJnfeding wretch !" exclaimed she, **is 
this the manner to speak to a kdy, to an injured wife who 
is obliged to bemoan the infidelity of her husband. O, 
the viUaud ! I will overpower him with my wrath !" 

<< My turn comes first,'' interrupted Eagnar. 

'^ Ah, ha, I understand. My cup is filled to the brim 
— ^blood roust flow — ^Lonildr do you wish to kill my bus- 
band, then?" 

" Te fight with him. Qod forbid. Such things I leave 
to people of rank. I have another method of doing my 
businees." 

"And what is that r 

" O, it is very simple. I thought that nothing would 
be more unpleasant to him than to be placed in a disgrace- 
ful position before his wife, imd perhaps a greats punish- 
ment for such a misetable man could not be devised than 
to — ^but no matter, your husband knows why he leaves 
his house every day." 

Mrs. Ulrica clapped her hands together violently^ 
Now the riddle was^solved. She now knew the cause of 
the sudden cjiange in her husband'^ conduct. 

" And, as it has been impossible to find himut home in 
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the daytime," Gontinued Bagnar, '< I have come thts even- 
ing to settle with him in this place, and at this hour.'' 

Bagnar had scarcely ceased speaking, when heavy and 
slow footsteps were heard ascending the stairs. 

Like an infuriated tigress waiting for her prey, Mrs. 
Ulrica, enveloped in her crimson shawl, sat up in her bed ; 
her eye^ flashing with rage, and her face flushed to a 
redness which outvied the crimson of h^ shawl. She was 
awaiting the approach of lier husbimd. 

Eagnar arose, and as silent and unmoved as a statue 
awaited the entrance of Mr. Fabian. Bagnar had not 
produced a dagger or sword ; but he drew forth from 
under his loose jacket a cow-hid^ of the greatest elasticity, 
and the best quality. 

Without dreaming of the terrible storm that had 
gathered, and was about to pour dowu upon his devoted 
head, Mr. Fabian entered the apartment. But the mo- 
ment his eyes fell upon the forms of his wife, tiie doom 
pronoiincer, and Lonner the genius of revenge, he stag- 
gered back towards the door, and had not his legs refused 
their office he would have sought. safely in flight; but at 
two stem glances, one from Lonner, the other from his 
wife, he sank powerless to the floor. 

And yet, if ever, this was the time for him to assume 
the character of Brutus. And what better cause had he 
to arouse himself from his stupor, than that Lucretia had 
received a male visitor in her bed-chamber. True, Mrs. 
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Ulrica had not received an insult, neither did she appear 
prepared sacrifice herself, like Lucretia, as an atonement 
for the outrage. All in all, present appearances were 
well calculated to arouse sterner sentiments within Mr> 
Fabian's heart > but he was so frightened that he would 
have forgiven everything if he could have assured himself 
that the horrible spectacle was but a dream which would 
vanish at the coming of the morning. 

" Peijured traitor I" screamed Mrs. Ulrica, " you hide 
yourself like Adam after his fall. But come forth, this 
Lucifer will teach you that you no longer dwell in para- 
dise." 

" Mr. Lonner," stammered Mr. Fabian, " I am a'n inno- 
cent, unhappy man, and I swear to you that Mrs. Magde 
haa never — " 

As he heard these words Eagnar trembled violently. , 

" Silence, rq)robate," said he, " the name of my virtuous 
wife shall not pass your lips. She needs none of your 
recommendations > but your wife, you pitiful coward, she 
shall learn from me, now, what your true character is." 

Thus saying Lonner with one hand seized the unlucky 
Fabian by the coat-collar, and brandished the horse-whip 
over his head with the other. 

But as Mr. Fabian made no resistance, but wept and 
begged for mercy in loud and wailing tones, Eagnar 
released him, and, confused at the singularity of his own 
sentiments, he glanced towards Mrs. Ulrica, and said : 
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''He is BO oowardly, that it seems almost as bad to 
^!p him, as it woald be to beat a hare. In giving him 
over to you I am fully revenged." 

The cow-hide disappeared beneath his coat, and Lon- 
ner departed. 

But Bagnar Lomier had made a miscalculation, when 
he thought that Mr. Fabian would fall into tiie hands of 
the Medusa within the bed-curtains. The very thought 
of the humiliation he had undergone, and the fear of what 
was yet m store for him, inspired Mr. Fabian with an 
unusual degree of courage or rather drove him to 
desperation. ^ 

Brutus aroused himself. He could see no other method 
of escape than by crashing the tigress before she pounced 
upon him. He therefore at once attacked her witb pas- 
monate actions and wild expressions. 

** O, you miserable woman I You faithless wife I Do 
you think that I shall allow myself to be blinded by the 
farce you have just played with your lovier ? I will leave 
you alone in your house. I cast you fVom my heart. 
The whole world shall know you as I know you now." 

" Fabian ! Fabian ! are you mad 1" 

Mistress Ulrica was botii frightened and pleased. This 
was a scene she had long desired. 

"If I am mad, who has driven me to maduess?" 
shouted Mr. Fabian, determined to retain tto advantage 
he had already won* Then assuming an imposing position 
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he gazed sternly into the face of his trembling wife. 
" How long I have closed my eyes to your little indiscre- 
tions! How many bitter tears I have shed, when I 
observed how you encouraged that shark who made love 
to my wife while he feasted at my table." 

Mistress Ulrica, who wa& suddenly changed from a 
tigress into a lamb, assured her husband that she was in- 
nocent ; that she had not even entertained a guilty thought. 
But as she humbled herself, Mr. Fabian's wrath increased, 
and astonished that he had not long before discovered this 
method of taming his wife, he played the tyrant con amore. 
He accused his wife of so many things, that she, humilia- 
ted and crushed, fell on her knees before him, and entreated 
him to restrain his rage until he had ample proofs of her 

guilt. This boon Mr. Fabian H finally condescend- 

ingly granted, and like an indulgent pascha, entreated by 
his favorite slave, he at length permitted her to slumber 
at his side. 

This entire change of government was eflfected in the 
short space of one hour. 

The sun was high in the heavens when Mistress TJlrica 
awoke. At first she could not distinctly remember the 
drama which had been performed the preceding night; 
but when all the events were brought clear to her mind, 
she sighed deeply. Her destiny was entirely changed ; but 
after a few moments' reflection, she determined to submit 
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• 

to her fate, and become the one who should obey, not 
command. 

While she was meditating in what manner nhe should 
refute the ch|trge8 brought against her by her busbandf 
she was interrupted by a truly sofl and persuasive voice, 
which said : — 

" Sweet Ulgenie, dearest wife, can your heart be 
touched? I dreamed last night that I might dare ap- 
proach it." 

" Oh, so you have noticed me," said Mrs. Ulrica, imme- 
diately assuming her former authority, when she found 
herself thus entreated. "Have you slept out your de- 
bauch r 

"Was I — ^is it possible that I was inebriated? I have 
quite forgotten what happened last night." 

" You fool, when were you able to remember anything 
unless /reminded you ?" 

The perusal of a continuance of this scene will scarcely 
repay our readers. Suffice it to say that Mr. Fabian^ 
reign of one hour remained thereafter a legend only. Like 
all other unsuccessful revolutions, it was followed by a 
government still more exacting and severe. 



y Google 



CHAPTER XIX, 



OlRL. 



Winter Iiad departed. Bagnar, the bold seaman, bad 
left his home, and -his ship was ploughing the broad ocean. 
The grass in the TaHey waved gracefully in the light winds 
of spring. The children once more launched their minia- 
ture boats, and the occupants of the cottage all labored 
for the ^ood of the little commonwealth. 

But there was one of the family who could not mingle 

in their labors, and who sat quietly in biig corner, gazing 

cheerfully upon the operations of the others. It was 

Carl. 

9 ri93| 

Digitized by VjOOQlC 



194 TRX BOMB IN THS TALLXT. 

During the winter Carl had been confined to his bed, 
but at the present time he occupied his father^s armchair, 
which the old man had relinquished to him. He usually 
sat in a corner near Magde^s spinning wheel and his 
father's bed-room door. 

When the childrea returned from thew out of doors 
sports, they would sit on the floor near Carl's chair, and 
listen to the many tales of fairies, nymphs, and sea gods, 
that be told them in a pleasant but weak voice, while he 
as formerly made willow whistles and repaired their little 
boats. 

The neighbors' children also visited the cottage that 
they might hear bis last stories, and they all brought with 
them many little gifts that their mothers had prepared 
for poor Carl. At a later period the mothers came them- 
selves, bringing their own presents, which they carried in 
large baskets, for there was not one in the entire neighbor- 
hood for whom Carl had not perfonned a service, and 
without a solitary exception th^y all loved him. 

Then who was to take hi^ place,, after he should be 
taken from his friends. In fact perfect pilgrimages were 
made to Carl, who always received, the pilgrims with plea- 
sant words and cheerful smiles. Carl was not insensible 
to the pleasure he derived from, being able in turn to pre- 
sent to Magde the gifts he received from his friends. 

" Ah," Nanna often said, " how pleasant it is to be 
beloved," and.she would sigh as she thought of the absent 

Digitized byVjOOQlC 



THX HOMS IK THS VALLST. 186 

one who had vowed to love her forever, and whose word 
was her creed of life. How much happiness Nanna 
derived from this creed ! It solaced her in many lonely 
hours, and produced a favorable effect upon her every 
aetion and thought. She no longer was oppressed, aa 
formerly, with dreaming indolence. Her cheeks were 
roses now. 

Old Mr. Lonner and Magde were much gratified at this 
unexpected change in Nanna's deportment, and they could 
account for it only by supposl&g that she was much wiser 
than other girls of her aga 

Garl, however, had peculiar views upon tliis subject, and 
when Nanna would exclaim, " O, how pleasant it is to be 
beloved!" he would reply : 

" You know right well that there is some one who loves 
you, or else you would not be eo light hearted." 

'^^en Garl thus spoke Nanna would blush with oon- 
fufflon. 

" You must not speak so when any one can hear you," 
abe would reply. 

Carl would then nod his head pleasantly, and one day 
he learned the secret, for he felt he could not remain long 
on this earth, and he wished to know all, and aside from 
that Nanna was anxious to discover whether he believed as 
firmly as she did in Gottlieb's vows. 

" Do you think, Carl," said she, as she concluded her 
recital, " do you think he will return ?" 
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<' As certainly as I shall never see the san rise on St. 
John's day, for I saw that in his eye, which assured me 
he would not break his promises.*' 

" Why do you use such an ominous comparison, Carl ? 
Why do you think you will not see the sunrise on St. 
John's day T' 

The pain caused by the beginning of OarPs femark, 
clouded the pure joy which his c6ncluding words would 
have otherwise created. 

"I am waiting," said he, "only that I may see the 
lilacs bloom once more. In those beautiful flowers I have 
found my greatest joy." 

Old Mr. Lonner occasionally attempted to prepare his 
son's mind for the future which awaited him; but he 
ceased when one day Carl innocently addressed him : 

" Pather," said he, " I wish you would not talk with me 
thus. I believe in our Saviour and his Icve for us sinners, 
and as I do not think I have done much barm — except 
perhaps when I stole the game — I fear not for the future. 
I shall wait patiently until my Saviour chooses to take me 
to himself. I can well imagine that there is not much 
space in heaven; but I believe that there is a small place 
for one so insignificant as me, where I can wait the coming 
of Magde, Nanna, Father, Eagnar, and all the little ones, 
that is if tliey do not hold me in contempt." 

" How strangely you talk, dear Carl I" said Magde, en- 
tering into the conversation. "You well know that I 
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would like to be near you in heaven, for you are aware 
that next to Bagnar I love you more than a^y other being 
on earth.'* 

^* You Bay so only to make me happy ; but I am not so 
vain as to believe your words." 

'^ Is there any one here who displays more love for you 
than I ?'' inquired Magde. 

'' Carl smiled, and glanced at the wall. There hung a 
new vast, tiie pattern of which Carl examined as carefully 
^ though each thread had been a painting in itself, 

'^ Do you think," said he, after a pausCj duiing which 
bis father left the room, ^* do you think that Bagnar is 
vexed with me ? He certainly must have observed that I 
love you more than, perhaps, I should-— I speak frankly 
to you, Magde, for I know you are different from others, 
and I could not die in peace, if I thought diat my brother 
Bagnar was offended with me." 

"Be convinced, my dear Carl, that Bagnar loves you as 
a brother sboald. He saw undoubtedly that no one could 
please you so well as I ; bu^ he often told me, and espe- 
cially before bis last departure-^—" 

" What did he say ?" inquired Oarl, eagerly. 

" * Magde,' said he, * nevetr desert Carl. He is an hon- 
est and faithful soul, who can find no joy unless with you ; 
but Carl is not the one who would seek to injure me by 
word or thought, and therefore I shall not interfere with 
his sentiments, but allow him to entertain them freely. 
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and,' he added, < you may tell him this at some future time 
when he may /eel troubled on my account' " 

'^ Did he speak thus, assuredly ?" 

^<He did, I swear it by my hopes of meeting him 
again.'' 

<! And you have obeyed him, and not deserted me ; but 
will you do so as long as I am "with you here ?" 

" Never shall I desert you, Carl." 

" And when tiie last moment approaches," said he in a 
soft tone, " you will moisten my lips, you will smooth my 
pillow, and when the struggle of death comes upon liie, I 
wish you to hold my hand in yours, as you now do, that I 
may feel that you are with me. Then you must — will you 
do BO, Magde ?— close my eyes with your own hands, and 
sing a psalm to me.^' 

To all these touching requests, which were rendered 
still more affecting by the tender expression . of his eyes, 
JIagde replied tearfully : ^ _ i 

" My dear Carl, your wor-ds shall be obeyed." 

Carl smiled. He was now happier at the thought of hia 
approaching death, which would bring* such proofs of 
Magde's affection, than one who might have possessed 
a prospect of a long and luxurious life. 
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The lilae bushes blossomed, and Magde placed the first 
flowera in his hands while he yet could inhale their fra- 
grance. The last flowers she strewed upon his grave. 
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A LONG eeasoQ of gloom and despondency succeeded the 
death of Carl. 

It was fortunate that Bagnar returned home at an ear- 
lier period than usually ; the flowers on Carl's grave had 
not withered when Magde piously conducted him to his 
brother's final resting-place. 

'' Best in peace, poor brother," said Bagnar, brushing 

away a tear, " God saw best to take you from us — ^but, 

dear Magde, you must not grieve too much for his death, 

or you will not be able to rejoice at the news I have for 

you." . 

[2001 
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" What Dews, Eagbar ?" 

"Captain Hanson, who has been» master of the brig 
Sarah Christiana ever since I have been her mate, has lat- 
terly become very much reduced in health, and he has con- 
cluded not to go to s^ again.'' 

"Well, that cannot be joyful news. He was a better 
captain than perhaps you will ever sail under again." 

" I shall never sail under another captain. I shall be 
captain myself, hereafter. The owners of the vessel have 
tendered the captaincy to me." 

" Is it possible ?" 

" It will soon be more than possible, for my old ca^ain 
has so well recommended me, that Mr. Lund has advanced 
me a suflScient sum of money to pay the charges of my 
examination, and as spon as Christmas is over — for until 
then I shall study at home— I will take a journey to pre- 
pare myself, and after the examination^.ou will be the wife 
of a captain. Then you and Nanna can go with me to 
Goteburg, that you may see the vessel before I go to sea." 

Magde quietly clasped her hands. Her pious gratitude 
was evinced in her every expression. She thanked her 
God for having thus favored them with fortune. 

Kaguar silently embraced her. "I did not say anything 

about it yesterday, for I wished to tell you here near 

Carl, who always placed his pleasures aside that they might 

not interfere with yours." 

"Bless you, bless you, Eagnarl I now know why I 
9* 
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found BO many four leaved clovers last summer — only 
think, a captain's wife I — and stiU you love me as before ?" 

" Now and forever, my Magde. You shall have a bon- 
net as magnificent as any other lady; you shall have a 
cashmere shawl, and a black silk dress. Yes, I promise you 
all this, uid more.'*' 

" Let us return home quickly, that I tpay rejoice fatiier 
and Nanna." 

And Nanna and her fether were as much rejoiced at the 
glad tidings as was Magde herself. 

A few days afterwards, Magde and her father were 
seated together in the parlor consulting about the future. 

" The Lord thus distributes joys and sorrows. One 
year ago our prospects were much different." 

" Have I forgotten that time ? No I And if I should 
live a hundred years, I would never forget the day you 
were taken from us to prison, nor the day you were re- 
leased by Mr, Gottlieb. This year Eagnar must send him 
the balance still due him." 

"We can repay him the money; but we can never 
reward him for his kindness and love. He has not re- 
turned to Almvik, and perhaps it is for the best, and as. 
Nanna under any circumstance — " 

The old man was suddenly interrupted by a shrill blast 
from the outside, which blast was produced by some one 
blowing upon a blade of grass. 

"Well, well," exclaimed -Magde glamJiDg through the 
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window, and then rushing to the door, " the old proverb 
is true, * talk of—' » ' • 

"A certain gentleman ^d he is here," interrupted 
Gottlieb, entering the door with bis face beaming with his 
usual cheerfulness. He presented one hand to Magde, 
and the other to old Mr* Lonner, who exclaimed with glis- 
tening eyes : • 

" Welcome, welcome, Mr. Gottlieb. -Ragnar intended to 
write you to-day, and I just told Kagde we are able to 
discbarge one part af our debt, but the other can never be 
repaid.*' 

" Enough, enough, good father Lonner, I too was influ- 
enced by a selfish motive — but pardon me, where is 
Nanna V 

<^ She has gone to fish with Eagnar and Uttle Conrad," 
said Magde, who had already manufactured an urn of 
coffee, ** but they will soon return." 

'* Aba 1 is Mate Lonner at home. Then I can become 
acquainted with him." 

" Captain Lonner, next spring at least, Mr. Gottlieb," 
said Magde, proudly. 

" Crown Secretary, now, instead af Mr. Gottlieb, if you 
pleascj Mrs. Lonner." 

" So soon ?" 

<* Yes, eight days ago I received the appointment ; but 
my grea( fortune will com$ next spring, for then I hope 
to have a little house of roy own." 
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" Yes, and perhaps sl housekeeper too/' added Magde. 

" Possibly." 

At this reply Magde cast a secret glance towards her 
father, which be returned. Gottlieb, however, changed the 
conversation, and commenced speaking of the death of 
p^or Carl of which he had before been informed. During 
the next half hour, Gottlieb evinced the utmost impatieuoe. 
He would walk, to the window and gaze anxiously 
towards the lake, not observing that Magd6 and her 
father were e^ch^nging significant glances and smiles 
behind his back* 

At length he spied the boat, ^nd he hastened down to 
the beach. The skiff contained the brother and sister, and 
their little' companion. 

A sympathetic sentiment seemed to have pervaded the 
entire family, for during their excursion Joanna find Bag- 
nar conversed almost entirely about h6r young friedd Gott^ 
lieb. 80 nicely had Eagnar probed his sister's heart that 
he knew almost as much about ijLs true condition as Oarl 
had previously learned. Although Ragnar would have 
desired to have believed as Carl did, he did not think it 
proper to offer Nanna any further consolation, than by 
saying that si|icehehad received a captaincy she was placed 
on a more equal footing with Gottlieb and that ho would 
do everything in his power to render her happy. 

" I know you will, Eagnar," replied Nanna, " but only 
one thing can ever afford me happiness." 
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After these words the conversation ceased, and the bro- 
ther and lister commeoced their homeward ride. 

In hip great haste Gottlieb nearly ran into the water, in 
which Eagnar was standing fastening the bsmt ; bat eo 
much was he astonished by the marvellous change which 
taken place in Nanna's appearance that hs was forced 
to start back and gaze silently upon her. Nann^ in the 
meantime appeared abstracted. She hnd not observed 
Gottlieb's approach ; but satin the boat slowly moving one 
of the oars, apparently in the deepest thought. 

But how can we describe Nanna's joyfal surprise when 
she discovered Gottlieb. Eaghar's preseoce prevented 
her from giving vent to her joy in words ; but the joyful 
expression of her eyes was a more than sufficient wel- 
come. 

We will not describe the first interview botweeu Eag- 
nar and Gottlieb-HSufBce it to say it was the meeting of 
two brothers; not of two strangers. Xeither will wa 
describe the first hour o^ mutual congratulations ; but we 
will at once draw the reader's attention to a pleasing pic- 
ture near the fountain in the meadow, ller© the two 
lovers had proceeded that they might confer with each 
other uninterrupted, 

" You see, my little nymph, I have come back. Do 
you think that I have an honorable spirit md a true heart ? 
Now tell me, have you grown so beautifulj for me ; yes 
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BO beautiful that I can well be proud of you as my own 
little wife?" 

" Wife ! are you then serious ?" 

" Serious we shall never be, we will make a third agree- 
ment, which is that we shall live heucefbrth without a 
gloomy thought or serious foreboding. Although we 
shall miarry, as it is said, for * love in a cottage/ yet waare 
both so familiar with the reality of the, cottage, that oar 
romantic dreams, if we have any, will be fully realized." 

" True, very true," said Nanua smiling, and her coun- 
tenance radiant with joy, appeared still more beautiful, 
" and now I am*—" 

" — ^Betrothed," said Gottlieb joyfully embracing her. 

How happy were the inmates of the little cottage that 
evening! 



When the news of Gottlieb's betrothal reached Almvik, 
Mrs. TJlrica foretold that nothing but evil would result 
from the wedding. 

Mr. Fabian, however, who secretly esteemed Gottlieb, 
was silent ; but afterwai*ds when the young Couple were 
firmly united he would hold th^m up as e:tamples and say 
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that some meu could be hippy with a wife who did not 
possess riches and station. 

" But that," insisted Mrs. Ulrica, " is no reason why a 
poor man should not know to pri2e the happiness which a 
wealthy wife could procure for him." 



THE END. 
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